
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




600093027R 




s 



■ ■fc.. ■*.. 



P O E T K Y. 



BY MRS. ABDY. 



SIXTH SERIES. 



THESE 7BB8E8 HATE AFPEABED AT YABIOUS TIMES, IN DIFFEBEKT 
MAGAZINES AND ANNUALS. 



(FOR PltlV 




LONDON: 
PRINTED BY J. AND W. ROBINS, SOUTHWARK. 

1854. 



^^^, ^. ^/^. 



CONTENTS. 



PAOB 

Lines on the Portrait of H. R. H. Prince Albert 1 

A Farewell to the Crystal Palace 3 

Song of the Sea Waves 6 

«* Alabama," or « Here we Rest " 8 

Mignonette 10 

The Widower's ChUd 13 

Sonftet— Gifts 16 

The Valleys 17 

Dear Wife, We are Growing Old 19 

Sonnet — The Glow-worms 28 

The Church Organ 24 

The Flower that Blooms in Heaven 30 

Impending Sorrows 32 

Small Donations 34 

They shall not have the Rhine 37 

Love in the Fens 39 

Tell me, Dearest Mother 41 

The White Burd at Sea 43 

Mesmeric Sleep 45 

The Origin of the Moss Rose 48 

Charade 60 

Health and Long Life to Those who Love Us 52 

The Chaperon's Complaint 54 

My Early Friends, Farewell 59 

The City on the Hill 00 

The Village Church 62 

The Marriage of Interest ^ 04 

The Voice 68 

The River 70 

The Dream-Girl 72 

Thy Mother is Near 75 

Old Friends with New Faces 77 



IV CONTENTS. 

^. PAGE 

The World-Wearied 79 

Letters from Home 81 

The Test of True Love 83 

The Early Flowcra of Spring 85 

An Iriati Benediction » , , , , 87 

" Pray Without Ceasing'* 89 

The Present ■ 92 

The Slaves of the Lamp and Bing 94 

Onr Neie Happy M^etin^ 98 

The Pleaanre Boats 99 

The Tliree Travellers 102 

The Boy to the Newfotuidland Dog 105 

The Maiden with a Dowry 107 

Charade 109 

Seaside Thouf'hts Ill 

The Bauqueiing-H^ill 113 

Cloudland 117 

Love Me as a Friend 119 

Our Evening Hymn 121 

The Wayside Brook 123 

FioTTer Chains 125 

Liu ee on the Portrait of Lady Peel 127 

The Musia of Hcav^en 129 

Honie and Paradise 131 

The Sunny Side 133 

Couutry Lanes . 135 

"Thy Faith kath made Thee Whole" 138 

The Railroad hy the Sea 140 

The Swedish Bridal Wreath 143 

The llained Castle by Sunlight 147 

The Flowering Staff 150 

Beautiful Day 154 

The Wanderer's Return 156 

The Primrose in Australia 160 

The.War Cloud 163 

God Judgeth for the Best 165 






POEMS. 



LINES ON THE PORTRAIT OF H. R. H. 
PRINCE ALBERT. 



Well hath the Artist the expression caught 
Of dignified and tranquil contemplation ; 

With what calm earnestness thy hrow is fraught 
Oh ! Prince, loved truly hy a grateful nation ; 

In Nature's gifts how few can thee excel ! 

Yet not for these, we value thee so well. *'*^.. . 



It is, because, through each revolving year. 
We have descried some ever-new revealing 

Of thy fine mind, thy judgment apt and clear. 
Thy active kindness, and thy generous feeling, 

Prompt to attend to Charity's soft call, 

Ready to think, and act, and strive for all. 

B 
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2 LINES ON THE PORTRAIT OF H. R. H. PRINCE ALBERT. 

Eager that Knowledge should its sway extend, 
And that the People should partake its treasures, 

And willing thy expansive mind to bend 

Even to plan and share the People's pleasures ! 

How at these words a pageant seems to rise 

In bright, distinctive freshness to our eyes ! 



The wondrous scene we never can forget 
Where nations came — ^but not on hostile mission, 

Within thy dazzling Ciystal Halls they met 
In peaceful, yet in glorious competition ; 

That day in England's page shall ever shine. 

That work of mighty triumph, Prince, was thine ! 



Long may'st thou live and prosper— long be seen 
Thus with the People holding kind communion. 

Long may our gracious, fair, and happy Queen 
Bejoice, that in her heart-directed union, 

She owns a good, her regal state above — 

The tranquil blessings of domestic love ! 



A FABEWELL TO THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 



Fabewell to the Palace, gay, crowded, and bright, 
Farewell to the Koh-i-Noor, blazing with light ; 
Farewell to the exquisite statues, that seem 
Like shapes of rare beauty beheld in a dream ; 
The fountain's soft, musical murmurs I hear, 
The organ's deep harmonies peal on my ear ; 
My eyes on attractions so various dwell, 
That I know not where last to bestow my Farewell. 



Shall I visit the life-breathing Boar-Himt again ? 
Shall I steal a brief look at the jewels of Spain ? 
Through the thick, crimson folds of the tent shall 

J pass, 
Enshrining the window of richly- stained glass ? 
Shall I turn to the proudly-decked Austrian rooms. 
Or the Trophy of Silk from our own native looms ? 
I long the Veiled Vestal to greet — ^yet I crave 
A glance of America's charming Greek Slave ! 
B 2 



4 A FAREWELL TO THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 

Shall I gaze on the landscapes in needle-work 

traced? 
Those records of Woman's skill, patience, and taste ! 
Shall I follow the steps of the thinking and wise 
To the coiuii where the moving machinery plies ? 
Shall I linger the beautiful models to see ? 
There is one that is specially valued by me ; 
I honour our Prince for his talents and worth, 
And hail Rosenau Castle — ^the place of his birth. 



Yet why should I dwell on a limited part 
Of these wonders of science, and triumphs of art? 
Why, praise to the fair, stately building extend. 
And name not its glorious object and end ? 
Around us no " Castle of Indolence " throws 
A spell to entice us to slothful repose ; 
Here, England has Industry's banner imfurled, 
And the challenge has promptly been met by the 
world. 



The gathering nations have answered our call, 
They feel we have welcome and room for them all ; 
Success in the contest we labour to meet. 
Yet know we must sometimes submit to defeat ; 



A FABEWELL TO THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 

But even our failure may lead to our gain, 
New arts shall we study — ^new systems attain, 
Secure, in our active researches, to find 
A daily reward — the expansion of Mind ! 



Hail, Palace of Industry, destined to prove 

A bond to link nations in brotherly love ; 

Your fame in the annals of England shall dwell. 

And oft shall we gladly and grateftilly tell 

How oiu: good was devised, and our pleasures were 

planned 
By the highest, and noblest, and best of the land. 
And challenge all nations to vie with our own 
In the loyal affection we bear to the Throne I 



SONG OF THE SEA WAVES. 



I STOOD beside the sunny sea. 
My heart from fear and care was free ; 
I smiled the lavish store to greet 
Of shells and sea-weed at my feet, 
And thought the billows as they broke, 
These words of cheering promise spoke — 
" Earth's boimties shall be poured on thee, 
Like these bright treasures of the sea !" 



Again I stood the waves to view ; 
Their early promise had been true. 
But now, dark clouds o'erspread the sky. 
The winds arose, the billows high 
Beat wildly on the rocky beach, 
And this, alas ! appeared their speech, — 
" Life's troubled way shall prove to thee. 
Even as this high and stormy sea!" 



SONO OF THE SEA WAVES. 

Time passed — ^my bitter lot I bore ; — 
I stood beside the waves once more ; 
Soft moonlight on the waters shone, 
And now, methought, in soothing tone 
They said — " The Lord whose mighty will 
Has made the troubled waves be still. 
Shall bid thy weary heart to be 
Calm as this tranquil, moonlit sea !" 



« ALABAMA," OR " HERE WE REST." 



** Alabama" signifles in the Indian language, *< Here we rest." A story is 
told of a tribe of Indians who fled firom a relentless foe to a trackless forest in 
the sonth-west. Weary and travel-wum, they reached a noble river, which 
flowed through a beautifhl country. The chief of the band struck his tent pole 
into the ground, and exclaimed, *< Alabama !" ** Alabama !'* ** Here we restr 
** Here we rest!** 



Oh ! happy band, from fierce oppressors fleeing 

To scenes by nature's lavish hand arrayed, 
Safe shelter in the trackless forest seeing, 

Hearing the song of birds amid the shade. 
And gazing on the smooth and sparkling river, 

Winding through banks in blooming wild-flowers 
dressed ; 
No marvel that you wished to dwell for ever 

In this fak land, exclaiming — " Here we rest!" 



" ALABA^IA/' or ** HERE WE REST." 9 

Even we, amid the din of veidng numbers, 

Oft picture to ourselves some green retreat, 
Where silvery streams may lull us to our slumbers, 

And mossy verdure grow beneath our feet ; 
Where birds may sweetly pour their choral ditty, 

Where we may live with those we love the best ; 
Flee from the tumult of the busy city. 

And say in grateful gladness — " Here we rest !" 

Vain hope ! the world would ever make intrusion 

This scene of tranquil quietness within; 
Not even could the sweet and calm seclusion 

Of Eden, cause the banishment of sin ! 
And when the mind in seeming peace reposes, 

And when the home excludes each festal guest, 
Still, still, the serpent lurks beneath the roses. 

And mocks us when we fancy — ** Here we rest !" 

Yet may we soothe our weariness of spirit. 

While in this world of care and strife we move, 
By fondly dwelling on our Saviour^s merit. 

And humbly clinging to our Saviour's love : 
Yes, only can that holy contemplation 

Thoughts of a Jjetter, brighter time suggest, 
When we shall quit this earthly habitation. 

And say in Heaven's blest mansions — " Here 
we rest!" 
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MIGNONETTE. 



* Your qualities surpass yoar charms."— Zan^ruoj/e of Flower*, 



I NEVEE pass the Mignonette with cold, averted eyes, 
Because it doth not boast the gift of rich and vivid 

dyes ; 
Though like a frail and lowly weed to some it seem 

to be, 
The " qualities " that dwell in it are more than 

" charms" to me. 
How eagerly the longing sense its kindly odour 

greets! 
How the soft breezes far and near are perfumed with 

its sweets ! 
The bloom of bright and beauteoij^ flowers I never 

can regret. 
When I breathe the welcome fragrance of the pleasant 

Mignonette. 



MIGNONETTE. 1 1 

Yes, well I love the Mignonette — it doth not only 

yield 
Its incense to the trim parterre, or fresh and sunny 

field; 
Bat in the dull recesses of th^ city*s murky gloom. 
It sheds its halmy hreath throughout the dim and 

narrow room : 
The weary sempstress thinks upon the gay and 

happy hours 
When she wandered on the verdant hills to gather 

springing flowers, 
The country's sweet and genial scents she need not 

quite forget. 
While solaced by the fragrance of the cherished 

Mignonette. 



Yet most I love the Mignonette because it brings to 

mind 
Some whom I hold in dear esteem — ^true, generous, 

and kind. 
Who, as benignant ministers of active good appear. 
Bestowing ready charities on all within their sphere : 
Perchance they boast not outward grace to win the 

dazzled eye, 
But well their inward ** qualities " the lack of 

** charms" supply; 



1 2 MIGNONETTE. 

Often in walks and ways like these, are England's 

daughters met, 
DiiBFusive in their bounties as the lavish Mignonette. 



Short and delusive is the reign of loveliness and 

bloom ; 
Give me the gentle spirit that can glad the quiet 

home; 
Nor centres in one spot alone, but willingly extends 
Its prompt, unsparing services to neighbours and to 

friends. 
Casting its scattered fragrance upon scenes of distant 

strife, 
Imparting cheerful comfort to the daily paths of life. 
Working perpetual deeds of love with zeal unwearied 

yet. 
And dear to all who greet it as the welcome 

Mignonette. 
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THE WIDOWER'S CHILD. 



Fair boy, the Mends whom you possess 

Are quite unwearied in affection, 
Some praise your intellect and dress. 

And some your manners and complexion ; 
One eye is dimmed, one voice is mute, 

Yet are you circled round by others, 
And may be called, without dispute, 

The favoiu'ed child of twenty mothers ! 



Your room with toys is strewn around. 

The gifts of your assiduous neighbours ; 
There, horses, drums, and kites abound, 

And harmless guns, and pointless sabres ; 
And baby-books to while your time. 

Such as grown babes delight in buying, 
Gay bindings, coloured prints, and rhyme 

The place of common sense supplying ! 



14 THE WIDOWER*S CHILD. 

Beauties around you daily smile 

With starry eyes, and shining tresses, 
Like Cupid, in Calypso's isle, 

Nymphs overwhelm you with caresses ; 
Extol yoiu* temper meek and kind, 

Then of your health make anxious mention, 
And say — " your tender frame and mind 

Require a mother's fond attention !" 

Sweet boy, in all you put your trust. 

No fear your happy heart embitters, 
You have not proved the proverb just 

That tells — " All is not gold that glitters !" 
You view the specious raree-show. 

The lamps that light, the flowers that wreathe it, 
Ai;id nothing of the wires you know 

That ply their restless work beneath it. 

Your father, love, has lands and gold, 

A country house, and stylish carriage. 
And to the world has never told 

His thoughts about a second marriage ! 
So, when you meet the soft caress. 

And silvery phrase of approbation. 
Think that they oft, like moves at chess, 

Result from previous calculation ! 



THE widower's CHILD. 15 

What ! do I cloud your brow with care, 

Is your young breast with sorrow swelling ? 
Fear not — the stranger gay and fair 

Shall never share your father's dwelling ! 
He meets the crowd with cheerful gaze, 

Yet is he true and faithful-hearted, 
And ever, 'mid his brightest days, 

He fondly dwells on the departed. 



None, save himself, shall rule and guide 

The child she left to his protection. 
None shall succeed the gentle bride 

Still shrined within his recollection ; 
The sacred ring — the vow of love — 

He shall transfer not to another — 
Only, dear boy, in realms above, 

Shall you be called to greet a mother ! 
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SONNET.— GIFTS. 



List, while I name the gifts that most I prize — 

Not those that glitter in the goldsmith's mart ; 

But such as hy analogy impart 
The donor's tastes and habits to my eyes. 
The draughtsman's sketch of mountain, lake, and 
skies. 

Warm lays, upspringing from the poet's heart, 

And notes, that by the quaint musician's art 
Are linked in sweet and winding harmonies. 
Shapes of rare beauty by the sculptor wrought, 

And themes of deep and earnest wisdom, penned 
By the lone scholar in his hours of thought — 

These seem to me dear attributes to blend, 
Being at once with taste and genius fraught, 

And with the image of a loving friend. 
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THE VALLEYS. 



The Valleys ! how tranqtdl, how lovely they seem ! 
The fierce, noonday sun on the uplands may beam. 
But soft are its rays, and attempered its heat. 
Ere it reaches the shade of my leafy retreat ; 
The loud winds aroimd me may fearfully blow. 
But hushed is their voice in descending below ; 
Majestic and mighty the mountains may be, 
But the still, sheltered Valleys are dearer to me. 



^The Valleys ! they once had no charm in my sight ; 
I loved to ascend to the steep, dizzy height. 
And gaze on fiedr villages, lordly domains, 
Bright rivers, tall forests, and widely-spread plains ; 
The world with my solitude ever was blent. 
Now, limited prospects can give me content, 
I view the smooth streamlet, the blossoming tree. 
And the peace of the Valleys is precious to me. 
c 



18 THE VALLEYS. 

The Valleys ! apart from the crowd's busy strife, 

They symbol the calm, quiet places of life, 

Where rest the worn pilgrims, who seek not to claim 

The baubles of wealth, or the laurels of fame ; 

There, oft may the Christian recur in his prayers 

To former temptations, afflictions, and snares, 

And say — " Gracious Lord, thou hast taught me to 

see 
That the Valleys of Life are the safest for me." 
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DEAR WIFE WE ARE GROWING OLD. 



Dear wife ! we have both been touched, I think, 

By the heavy hand of Time ! 
We stroll by the river's rushy brink, 

But the hills we seldom climb ; 
Our locks begin to be somewhat grey. 

And our eyes are somewhat dim, 
And our voices fail in the choral lay, 

Or the solemn evening hymn. 
We love to sit by the glowing blaze, 

We shrink from the wintry cold. 
We lack the strength of oiur early days, — 

Dear Wife, we are growing old ! 
c 2 



20 DEAR WIFE WE ARE GROWING OLD. 

Yet we never dwell on our vaxdshed youth 

With a sad and clouded brow, 
But rejoice to utter the cheering truth 

That the world is better now. 
We have seen our humble brethren taught 

To feel and to understand, — 
Knowledge has quickened the germ of thought 

Through a listening, eager land ; 
Mind has burst forth from the galling chain 

That its movements once controlled, — 
We own the might of its glorious reign, 

And forget we are growing old ! 



The Press has yielded its teeming stores 

To the peasants ardent gaze ; 
On History's varied page he pores, 

Or Poesy*s tuneful lays ; 
And his thoughts to lofty themes extend, 

As he treads o'er the flowery sod. 
And from Nature's glories, they ascend 

To the throne of Natinre's God. 
Learning's vast scroll in our early life. 

To our sight was ne'er unrolled ; 
But the gift may avail us still, dear Wife, 

Though we feel we are growing old; 



DEAR WIFE WE ARE GROWING OLD. 21 

The rich and nohle once passed in pride 

By the rustic's lowly door, 
But now they are prompt to watch and guide 

The ways of the grateful Poor ; 
Theirs is the labour of active love, 

And theirs is the well-wrought plan, 
Bespeaking their fervour to improve 

The state of their fellow-Man. 
Senates are ready their aid to give, 

When a tale of wrong is told ; — 
In days like these it is good to live, 

Though we feel we are growing old ! 



And far and wide, through our favoured land, 

How many a dome appears. 
Raised by kind Charity's lavish hand, 

In the space of a few brief years ! 
Some, that afford to the himgry bread. 

Or a home to weary age ; 
Some, where the infant mind is led 

To dwell on Instruction's page; 
And some, where learned and pious men 

The will of the Lord unfold ! 
We hear of a happier world — and then 

We sigh not at growing old ! 



f^Z DEAB HVIFE WE ABE GBOWINO OLD. 

There are, who wish that a better day 

On our land at once may burst ; 
But the brightest sun must work its way 

Through a veil of clouds at first ; 
We may safely trust to the care of Heaven, 

When disheartened or perplexed, — 
The good to this age so freely given 

May be doubled to the next ! 
Ere the sky, dear Wife, be quite serene, 

We may lie in Death's dark fold. 
But we bless our God for the change we have seen, 

Nor grieve to be growing old ! 
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SONNET. 



THB GLOW-WORMS. 



BEHOLD the Glow-worms in their fadr arrsj — 
How well I love to watch the glimmering light 
That casts upon the dusky gloom of night 

The radiancy withheld from shining day f 

Anon — the travellers on Life's sunny way 
Arise in memory's mirror to my sight ; 
Dark clouds are gathering o'er them — In affiright 

They seek their glozing flatterers — ^where are they ? 

Then, timid love, unknown, unmarked, before. 
Amid the shadows ventures to appear, 

Giving forth promptly from its slender store : 
Small service in the hour of need is dear ; 

And though its light, perchance, be scant and poor, 
'Tis welcome yet, when all around is drear. 



24 



THE CHURCH ORGAN, 



A LEGEND OF GERMANY. 



And dost thou weep, and art thou sad of heart. 

Deeming this fair, bright world a gloomy void. 
Because thou see'st some darling hope depart. 

Some treasure, nursed in anxious love, destroyed 
By fraud or by misfortune ? List, I pray. 
And I will tell to thee an old, wild lay, 

Culled from that land where wondrous tales abound, 
Dear, mystic Germany. — Nay, spare that glance 

Of scorn — a soothing charm may oft be found 
In the strange fantasies of quaint romance ; 

And this, my poor tradition, may have power 
• To cast a sunshine o'er thy soul's dark hour. 

There was a lone, sequestered church ; it stood 
Sheltered behind by a green, sloping wood ; 
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And in its front, the wide and foaming sea 
Boiled its careering billows joyously : 
Sometimes, the soft and supple waves would fall 
With gentle plash beneath the hallowed wall, 
Bringing gay shells and sea-weed to the shore, 
Like envoys offering the far-brought store 
Of distant lands before a monarch's throne ; 
Sometimes, the storm arose, and the hoarse moan 
Of sobbing winds was heard, mixed with the cry 
Of drowning seamen in their agony. 
Till He, who rules the tempest at his will, 
Said to the troubled waters — " Peace — ^be still !" 
And soft, glad sunbeams smiled upon the main, 
And all was light and loveliness again. 

And in that church, on every Sabbath day, 

A small and pious band were wont to pray — 

Loving to glorify the Lord, and raise 

Hymns sweet, and clear, and solemn to his praise ; 

Yet would they sometimes deem that the low tone 

Of holy song, though with deep reverence fraught. 
Seemed faint and feeble, and they sighed to own 

High Music's spell, and ever then, the thought 
Came o*er them, of the proud cathedral pile, 

Where the ftdl Organ's rich and pealing sound 

Diffused its sacred harmony aroimd, 
And woke the echoes of the spreading aisle, 
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Commingling in its mi^ly earnestness 

With the sweet Toices of the warbling choir, — 
Thns oft thej pondered, nor could well repress 

The still recurring, vehement desire 
That to their church a boon like this were given. 
That they mi^t sing their grateful hymns to Heaven 
In union with the Organ's swelling peal — 
Thus did they evidence their love by zeal. 
Oh ! 'tis a bitter and a grievous thing 
To mark how lavishly our gold we fling 
Upon the light and idle gauds of state. 
Spreading forth festal banquets for the great. 
And decking with rich tapestry our halls. 

While from the house of God we coldly turn. 

And seem as though unable to discern 
Its scanty garniture, its mouldering walls. 
Sadly contrasting with the proud excess 
Of our profuse and selfish worldliness ! 
Not so these holy men — ^though counted poor. 

Daily subsistence toiling to acquire. 
Still, in due season, from their little store. 

They gained the object of their fond desire. 
Oh ! how their hearts beat fr^e from every care. 

When in the boat they spread their snowy sail. 
Hasting the treasure to their church to bear ! 

Blue was the sky, and soft the favouring gale ; 
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Calmly they glided the smooth current o'er, 
And gazed upon the firm and sandy shore — 
When, lo ! the tempest howled, red lightnings flashed. 
O'er their frail hark the angry hillows dashed. 
Vainly the whelming torrent it opposed — 
It sank, and o'er it the wild waters closed. 
They, the sad passengers, escaped with life, 
And gained, amid the elements fierce strife, 
The heach — and there in heaviness they stood. 
Looking upon the loud and hrmy flood. 
That in its hidden prison-house retained 
The treasure that their patient toil had gained. 
Yes, in the deep recesses of the wave. 

Their Organ lay — mute were its tuneful spells. 
And in the cool and silent coral cave, 

Pillowed on vivid, many-coloured shells. 
With wreaths of waving sea-weed round it twined. 

Veiling its gilded radiancy — it seemed 
A desolate companionship to find 

In lustrous gems, that once profusely gleamed 
In Beauty's hair, now hid from mortal eyes, 
Never from Ocean's desert cells to rise ! 

Awhile, deep grief these holy men oppressed. 
Till one his weeping comrades thus addressed : 
'* What, do we mourn a frail possession lost ? 

♦* Should God demand our dearest earthly things, 



us TUE CUURCH ORGAN. 

•' Wife, children, friends, all, all we love the most, 

" Should wo not quell our rebel murmiuings, 
•' And feel that Ho who gave can take away? 

" And shall wo weakly sorrow for a prize 
** Inanimate and lifeless, and repay 

*• Tlio mercies of tlio Lord by wailing sighs ? 
"No, ratlior lot our heai'ts exalted be 
** To Him wlio saved us from the yawning sea." 
He spoke — luid all his fervent call obeyed. 
And on tlie beach tliey meekly knelt, and prayed. 

Sunbeams shone brightly over sea and land ; 

It was tlie Sabbatli, and that pious band 

Of worshippers witliin the church renewed 

Their prayers, and raised their hynm of gratitude. 

Amazement I transport ! from the glassy sea 

Pealed forth a strain of wondrous harmony ! 

Beneath no earthly touch that Organ gave 

Its sweet notes forth— they rose above the wave, 

Seeming the low and humble chiu-ch to fill 

With concord far supassing human skill ; 

Till, as the trembling singers closed their lay, 

The soft, declining music died away. 

And evermore, upon the Sabbath mom. 

That music from the friendly sea is borne 

To the calm church, and mingles with the voice 

Of the glad worshippers, whose hearts rejoice 
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In love ; nor feel they anxious and distressed 
Lest spoiling hands the gift from them should wrest, 
Since God vouchsafes the charge for them to keep 
Within the secret chambers of the deep ! 



Such is my simple legend — doth it not 

Show forth a healing moral ? proving well 
That clouds may gather o'er our earthly lot, 

Nay, may our best and purest hopes dispel, 
Yet, if we in resigned submission lift 

Our hearts to God, He may our rest seciu'e. 
Not by restorement of the vanished gift. 

But by those consolations deep and sure 
Drawn from believing love — The world may still 
Pity oiu: lot, and friends bewail our loss, 
With tender sympathy, but let the cross 
Dispose us meekly to endiure God's will. 
And even if we lose the means whereby 
We hiunbly hope His name to glorify. 
His gracious kindness shall direct our course 
To the pure waters of Faith's hidden source. 
And we shall turn from outward ills, and win 
Sweet peace and holy comfort from within ! 
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THE FLOWER THAT BLOOMS IN HEAVEN. 



There is a flower, a lovely flower, 

Soft, tender, fragile, fair ; 
I guard it through each changeful hour 

With fond, assiduous care ; 
I love its springing huds to screen 

From tempest, blight, or cold, 
And yet, my eyes have never seen 

Those cherished buds imfold ! 



When, in my youth, that flower I nursed, 

I pined in grief and gloom. 
Because its buds refused to burst 

To fresh and fragrant bloom : 
I chide not, now, its coy delay, 

My doubts have long been stilled, 
I feel that on a future day 

Its pledge will be fulfilled. 
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What is that flower, well known to all, 

Whose blossoms never ope 
At mortal prayer, or mortal call ? 

That mystic flower is Hope ! 
Sent from a pm*er, brighter sphere, 

To earth awhile 'tis given ; 
We greet its buds of promise here — 

It only blooms in Heaven ! 
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IMPENDING SORROWS. 



" Dark clouds hover o'er me— how oft in the 
distance 
Have I gazed on those clouds with suspicion and 
fear; 
Now, vainly T seek for relief and assistance. 
No hand can uphold me, no refuge is near. 



" I cease from the language of weak supplication, 
No ear can it reach, and no heart can it warm, 

I can hut ahide in defenceless prostration 
The force of the pelting and pitiless storm ! " 



" Oh ! thou, who thus yieldest thy soul to dejection, 
Hath God lost the power his correction to stay ? 

Can he fill thee with fears, yet deny thee protection. 
Can he smite thee, yet turn not his terrors away ? 



IMPENDING SORROWS. ^3 

** Pursue not thy selfish and idle repining, 
Arouse thee — a moment thy lot may reverse ; 

And soon the soft sunbeams of peace may be shining 
Through the light, floating clouds as they break 
and disperse. 



** But even if thy prayers should be met with denial, 
If thou may'st not the storm of affliction elude, 

The Power who ordains thee to suffer the trial 
Shall graciously bring it to work for thy good. 



** The flowers of the field gain new fi'agrance and 
beauty 

When plentiful showers have refireshed the dry sod. 
And Sorrow may waken thy heart to its duty, 

And lead it to give forth its incense to God." 
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SMALL DONATIONS.* 



** Tell me," I said to a rapid rill, 

" Why your waters gush and bound, 
Seeming so eager to leave the hill, 

And to reach the level ground ?" 
And the rill, methought, was tuned to speech. 

And it said — " I go in speed, 
The silvery gliding stream to reach, 

That runs through the flowery mead.** 



Brightly the sun's rejoicing beam 

O'er the stream's fair surface shone ; 
And I said, " Whence haste you, oh ! crystal stream. 

That you thus glide ever on ?'* 
And soon, methought, to my listening ear 

The whispering stream replied ; — 
'• I am going to join yon river clear, 

And to blend with its flowing tide,** 

* These liues were suggested by the speech of a Welsh 
Clergyman at a Bible Meeting. 
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" River, say where is your course ?" I cried, 

And methought, it said to me, — 
" I am going in glad and buoyant pride 

To mix with the boundless sea ; 
Yoiu: stately ships I shall swiftly bear 

Away from their island-home, 
And carry them, laden with treasures rare, 

On my billows of mantling foam.'* ' 

Ye, who would fain, if possessed of gold. 

Devote it to Duty's call, 
Yet in timid fear your gifts withhold. 

Since those gifts must needs be small ; 
Mark, what effects may often spring 

From a slight and simple soiu'ce, 
And know that the Lord will a blessing bring 

On a steady Christian course. 

The gifts that ye deem of trivial worth, 

When with weightier sums combined. 
Shall carry a message of mercy forth 

To gladden and bless mankind ; 
The Holy Volume of sacred lore 

Shall in distant lands be known. 
Where the heathen long has bowed before 

Vain idols of wood and stone. 
D 2 



96 SMALL DONATIONS. 

Even as the trickling mountain-rill. 

Obscure though it seem to be. 
May in time impart its aid to fill 

The depths of the glorious sea ; 
So the Lord may prosper and increase 

Meek Charity's humble dole ; 
It may lead a sinner to hope and peace. 

It may save a human soul ! 
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THEY SHALL NOT HAVE THE RHINE. 



FROM THE GERMAN. 



They shall enslave it never — 

The free, the German Rhine, 
Though for our glorious river 

Like ravening birds they pine ; 
So long as swiftly rushing, 

It greets the verdant shore, 
And its cool waves are gushing 

Beneath the boatman's oar ; 
Its empire let us never 

To lawless hands resign ; 
We will defend it ever — 

They shall not have the Rhine ! 
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No tyrant sway shall sadden 

The free, the German Rhine, 
While hearts revive and gladden. 

Cheered hy its genial wine ; 
While rocks, hy storms unshattered, 

Ahove its stream appear. 
And lofly domes seem scattered 

Beneath its waters clear, 
Let us its empire never 

To lawless hands resign ; 
We will defend it ever — 

They shall not have the Rhine ! 



No foe, with grasp suhduing. 

Shall seize the German Rhine, 
While fair girls to the wooing 

Of hardy youths incline ; 
While yet one fish, upspringing. 

Clings to the snarer^s float, 
While yet one voice is singing 

Of Freedom's song a note ; 
Let us he faithful ever. 

Or else in death recline 
Beneath our glorious river — 

They shall not have the Rhine ! 
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LOVE IN THE FENS! 



Oh ! come to my cottage-^on't harass and grieve me, 
Do come, though your friends my retreat may 
defame ; 
My dwelling is passable, dearest, believe me, 
Though the roads that surroimd it are not quite 
the same ! 
Don^ fix on a nice, gravel terrace your wishes, 
Don't think on the warbling of blackbirds and 
wrens, 
The dab-chicks and wild-ducks make far better dishes 
That skim round my swampy abode in the Fens ! 



At the large water-rats do not tremble and shiver, 
Nor heed the huge frogs hopping close to the door ; 

You will soon grow on excellent terms with the river, 
For it often walks in, and invades the ground floor : 
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Should you feel yourself aguish, cramped, or 
rheumatic, 
You must leave off your rambles in fields and in 
glens, 
And sit a few weeks in a dry little attic — 

We mind not such trifling mishaps in the Fens ! 



Your blondes and your satins don't think about 
wearing, 

A bride in the Fens has no need to be finej 
But pray don't of clpgs and of flannel be sparing, 

And lay in a stock of quinine and port wine ! 
Do come, and if dulness your spirits should werry, 

Get a ream of Bath paper, a box of steel pens. 
And we'll write down the doimties of Hampshire and 
Surrey, 

And bring the gay world to make love in the Fens ! 
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TELL ME, DEAEEST MOTHER ! 



MoTHEB, when the moon's pale ray 

On the lake reposes, 
When the trembling breezes play 

O er the sleepmg roses ; 
When my lover sighs his suit, 

When the low-breathed ditty 
Echoed by his silvery lute 

Soothes my soul to pity — 
Say, must I, so fond, so young. 

Loves first feelings smother ? 
Must I chide his flattering tongue ? 

Tell me, dearest Mother ! 



When his well-known voice I hear 
Li the halls of splendour. 

When he murmurs in my ear 
Words subdued and tender, 
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Must I cold and coy become. 

Must I bid him leave me ? 
Must I shun the happy home 

Waiting to receive me ? 
Must I, with a breaking heart 

Smile upon another, 
Say, should this be Woman's part? 

Tell me, dearest Mother ! 



Mother, speak, yet why should I 

Seek of thee direction? 
Thou hast heard Love's pleading sigh. 

Thou hast won afltection ; , - > 
Home's sweet peace has been thine owd» 

Flowery links have bound thee. 
Social spells have softly tl^own 

Gathering joys ground thee ; 
In thy ways I iam would tread, 

I desire no other — 
May I then consent to wed ? 

Tell me, dearest Mother ! 
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THE WHITE BIRD AT SEA. 



** Wliea tbe packet-sbip. Lady Hobftit, was driving before a hurrleaiie, a 
white bird saddenly descended on the mast ; the hearti of the crew were 
ebeered— hope dawned.**— 

ammiirTbminikiCcmtnf» Bif the Bt9. R, A, WOmotL 



It came *mid the peril and rage of the bliutp- 

Its soft, snowy plumage waved over our mUst. 

It came — and glad hope m each bosom was stirred 

By the sight of that lonely and beautiful bird : 

The tempest abated — ^the omen was blest — 

Yet, ever, mid seasons of leisure and rest. 

Hath ^Eiithful remembrance depicted to me 

The ship, the worn crew, and the White Bird at Sea. 
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And rest is not always my lot. Though I brave 
No longer the force of the rough ocean wave, 
I sail not amid the smooth currents of life ; — 
My bark is oft tossed on the waters of strife : 
My spirit has failed, and my strength has been spent. 
But Heaven to my aid hath unfailingly sent 
Some boon, which has seemed in my sorrow to be 
A light amid darkness — a White Bird at Sea. 

And often I picture the time dark and dread. 
When wild, whelming waters the land overspread ; 
The torrent was stayed, and the Patriarch fain 
Would gaze on the fair face of nature again : 
From the Ark's holy refuge he sent forth the dove, 
It svdftly returned from its errand of love, 
And came vdth a leaf from the green spreading tree, 
Bearing peace on its wing, like the White Bird at Sea. 

Oh ! long may my mind with such records be stored 
Of the mercies that God on his people hath poured ; 
The means of protection, the way of escape. 
Not always may come in a visible shape ; 
But God, when He darkens in wisdom our way. 
The storm that he raises hath power to allay, 
And we greet, while in terror we wait his decree, 
A herald of safety — a White Bird at Sea. 
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MESMERIC SLEEP. 



She lies in slumber calm and deep — 
Oh ! do not fear to break her sleep : 
Glance not in timid dread around, 
Tread not with faint, uncertain sound, 
Speak not in low and faltering tone : 
Advance ! the spell is o'er her thrown ; 
Sleep will not yet her eyes forsake, 
Advance ! she will not stir nor wake. 



Gaze on — ^undoubting, undismayed, 
No " drowsy syrups" lend their aid 
Dimly and balefiQly to shed 
Deceptive quiet round her head : 
Ye shall not see that sleep depart 
With fearful thrill, and sudden stcLrt, 
But her awakening smile shall be 
Calm as the smile of infancy. 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE MOSS ROSE. 



FEOM THE GEBMAN. 



A Spibit of Air gaily roamed o*er the flowers, 

Sleep fell on his eyelids, he needed repose, 
And sought for a refuge from dews and from showers 

Beneath the rich leaves pf a beautiful Rose ; 
The Spirit awakened, an^- eager to grant 

Some ^on to the flowist 2kQ,t had saved him from 
harm, 
" Oh ! ten me," he murmured, " thy wish or thy 
want," — 

" I ask," said the Rose, " one additional charm !" 



^ 



The Spirit bewailed the fair flower's discontent ; 

" I may not," he sighed, " to improye thee, presume ; 
How balmy, how sweet, is thy exquisite scent ! 

How lovely thy shape, and how vivid thy bloom !" 
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Yet still to his promise resolved to be true, 

His fancy he tasked, some new grace to disclose, 

Then smiled, waved his wings, and exultingly threw 
A veil of soft, clustering moss o'er the Rose. 



The Eose's vain sisters rejoiced in their pride. 

That their charm shad not suffered so grievous a 
loss ; 
But brief was their triumph — -all passed them aside. 

To gaze on the Rose with the vesture of moss ; — 
Revealing this truth — ^that though gladly we greet 

Attractions and grace that mir senses enthral, 
We never can deem the tirely complete. 

Till Modesiy casts he^ soft veil o'er them all ! 



t 
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Gaze on — soft sleep yet veils her eyes : — 
Hark ! hark ! the stormy night-wmds rise ; 
The ocean, that at dawn of day 
Like a smooth lake in stillness lay, 
Now foams in wrath — the billows pour 
With angry tumult on the shore ; 
The oak-trees in the tempest shake— 
And yet she doth not stir nor wake ! 

See ye yon stranger by her side ? 
He can that sleep control and giiide ; — 
He can its instant flight command ; " 
And by the waving of his hand, 
Aye, even by his voiceless thought, 
He can reverse the spell he wrought : 
Lo ! while I speak, his will and glance 
Have roused her from her death-like trance. 

She wakes, but does not wake to bear 
The biu^den of her fottrier «are ; 
The sharp and racking throb of pain, 
The dull bewilderment ^f brain ' - 
Have passed — a sweet' and quiet calm 
Spreads through her frame its soothing balm, 
And with meek joy, in voice subdued; 
She breathes to Heaven her gratitude. 
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Ye, who to view this scene are led, 
Eegard it not with puerile dread ; 
Nor make a boon so dear and blest 
The subject of a mocking jest ; — 
Nor, let your thankfulness of heart 
Lead you that homage to impart 
To Man, which can be fitly shown 
To Man's Almighfy Friend alone. 

Heaven hath in mercy deigned to save 
This gentle sufferer from the grave, 
Heaven hath its kind, preserving aid 
By mortal agency conveyed ; 
But he, empowered to do its will. 
Boasts in himself no strength, no skill 
To work the feeblest deed of love. 
Save as imparted from Above. 

And should we in our future days 
Distrust God's good and gracious ways, 
Oh ! may swift thought recall the past ; — ' 
The stormy sea — the raging blast — 
And how, amid their wild affiray, 
We turned to t^rher^ our loved one lay, 
Watching; in wonder hushed and deep 
The qiiiet of hbr healiiig sleep ! ' 
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HEALTH AND LONG LIFE TO THOSE 
WHO LOVE US! 



How oft the health of those we love 

Has gaily cu'cled roind our table ! 
How oft have we been doomed to prove 

Our love a fancy, and a fable ! 
Sometimes *twas idle, weak, and vain ; 

Sometimes capricious, light, and swerving, 
Oft 'twas repulsed with cold disdain, 

Oft fixed upon the undeserving. 
The dream is o*er — ^the pageant closed — 

And Conscience surely should reprove us 
That we have never yet proposed — 

" Health and long life to those who love us !" 
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How may we each in memory tmii 

To those devoted, gentle spirits, 
Eager our virtues to discern, 

And always blind to our demerits ! 
When those who loved us not, would dwell 

Severely on each heedless action, 
How would their silvery tongues repel 

The venomed clamours of detraction ! 
While other eyes look cold and strange, 

They still encourage and approve us ; 
Theirs is the faith that knows not change — 

** Health and long life to those who love us !" 



Time o'er our path begins to steal. 

Awaking us to calm reflection, 
And we have now been taught to feel 

The priceless value of affection : 
Each kindly act — each gentle phrase — 

In youth's gay season mocked or slighted. 
Shall in our wiser, better days. 

Be warmly, gratefully requited. 
Our way may be a way of flowers. 

Or cloudy skies may frown above us. 
Yet ever shall this toast be ours — 

*' Health and long life to those who love us !" 
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THE CHAPBEON*S COMPLAINT. 



Mt early Mend, three months ago, 

To London came — a lawsuit brought her, 
And much she wished some way to know 

To introduce her pretty daughter. 
I took the hint — I hoped to gain 

The girl a brilliant match, but never 
So failed my plans, I cannot train 

This stubborn, wilful Constance Trevor ! 



True, she has parts, but what avails 

Her genius, or her education, 
When so egregiously she fails 

Li that best science — Calculation ? 
I talk to her of funds and land. 

Jointure and dower, with due precision ; 
Alas ! she cannot understand 

The principle of plain addition ! 
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Titles enrapture not her ear, 

She does not shrink from detrimentals, 
Scarcely she seems my words to hear 

When I discuss estates and rentals : 
Their owners I present, and then 

She shows a preference for others, 
Ghats sociably with married men, 

And sings duets with younger brothers. 

Wordsworth and Moore she doats upon, 

Southey she holds in veneration, 
I, of all poets, deem but one 

Worthy remembrance or quotation ; 
He does not lightly, idly sing 

Of dazzling eyes, and tresses sunny. 
But says — " the worth of any thing 

Is just what it will bring in money !" 

She does not manage well her shawl. 

The witching waltz she never dances, 
She does not comprehend at all 

The system of half words and glances : 
In attitudes she cannot stand, 

Whene'er an ** eligible" gazes. 
She has no sarcasms at hand, 

When listening to a rival's praises. 
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WitMn her Album, General Grey 

Wrote lines of love-fraught adulation, 
Which any court of law would say 

Amounted to a declaration : 
They wanted metre, sense, and rhyme, 

But could she not some favour show em ? 
Why must she choose that very time 

To rave of Tennyson's new poem ? 

Long in our opera-box, last night. 

Sir Harry Gayton chose to linger. 
While she, in rapturous delight, 

Thought only of her favourite singer ; 
He touched her arm, he spoke, he sighed, 

I hoped — ^my hopes were soon diminished ; 
Thus, to my horror, she replied — 

" Hush, hush, Gardoni has not finished !" 

Enough — ^my patience really fails, 

Well can I read her destination. 
Ere long will she return to Wales, 

And marry in a middling station ; 
Look o'er her weekly bills, direct 

Her servants in their household labours, 
Her children's copy-books inspect. 

And gossip with her country neighbom's. 
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A note — 'tis from her mother — stay — 

What fairy spell this luck has brought her ? 
" Lord Glenroy sought of me to-day 

Permission to address my daughter ; 
Wisdom, he said, and worth, and grace, 

Were all that he in wedlock heeded. 
And, in a reasonable space, 

Dear Constance to his suit acceded." 

Amazement — ^what, the rich young peer. 

By all the stylish world commended, 
He, for whose hand from year to year 

Beauties and heiresses contended ; 
He, to whose fiat Almacks bowed. 

No titled belle would have refused him, 
And has he singled from the crowd 

A bride to whom / introduced him ? 

Dear Constance — -she recalls, no doubt, 

With gratitude my well-meant chidings ; 
The chariot I must order out, 

And spread abroad the happy tidings ; 
And I shall lay no trivial stress 

On my own skilful tact, maintaining 
That half my sweet young friend's success 

Was owing to my careful training. 
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I shall declare that hearts resist 

All forward efforts to subdue them. 
And say with some old dramatist, 

" Men should be coy when women woo them ;*' 
Deplore the wiles of vain coquettes^ 

And wonder what such arts are taught for, 
And hint that girls, like violets, 

Should only be revealed when sought for. 

Customs will alter, I expect. 

And every chaperon and mother 
Next season, will her charge direct 

To look one way, and row another ; 
Blushes shall to a premium rise, 

And flirts abjure their trade for ever. 
Now Hymen's richest lottery prize 

Is drawn by quiet Constance Trevor ! 
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MY EARLY FRIENDS, FAREWELL. 



Fabewell to each familiar scene 

Beloved in childhood's hours — 
The sunny brook, the village green, 

The blooming garden bowers ; 
The banks in dewy wild flowers dressed, 

The calm, secluded dell, 
And, dearer far than all the rest — 

My Early Friends, Farewell ! 

Soon shall the vessel meet my eyes ; 

Soon shall I cross the seas. 
And gaze, perchance, on brighter skies, 

And fairer scenes than these ; 
But ne'er shall I in distant climes. 

With loved companions dwell 
Kind, true, as those of happier times — 

My Early Friends, Fai-ewell ! 
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THE CITY ON A HILL. 



* A city tbAt l8 aet on a hOl caimot be Ud."— /». Matthew, c. ▼., ▼. 14. 



Behold, how yon City conspicuously stands ; 

Behold it, enthroned on the hill's lofty brow, 
Behold, how it towers o'er the smooth, gi^assy lands 

And ivy- wreathed cottages, winding below ! 

It gives back at morning the siui s rising beam, 
Nor darkness, nor gloom, overspread it by night ; 

Within its fair dwellings the watch-tapers gleam, 
The moon bathes its turrets in silvery light. 

It may not escape from the world s piercing look ; 

TJuit boon is to place and to station forbid. 
Exposed to inquiry, remark, and rebuke, 

It stands on a summit — it " caimot be hid !" 
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Oh ! ye, who in piety, wisdom, and worth 

Are known to excel, who have won ye a name 

As the " light of the world," as the " salt of the 
earth," 
Strive well to preserve the position ye claim. 

The crowd ever scans you intently ; beware 

How ye shadow your spiritual gifts from its ken ; 

Let your light be still burning, unclouded and fair. 
Let it brightly and constantly " shine before men." 

Whene'er in your pathway an enemy lurks, 

Besent not the wrong ; to your charge it is given 

Before your opposers to show your good works. 
Thus leading their thoughts to your Father in 
Heaven. 

Yet, not in the spirit of boasting or pride, 

Bring forth to observance the gifts ye possess, 

In humble, consistent, well-doing abide. 
Be mindful to practise the creed ye profess. 

And thus, may ye serve as a lamp to the land, 
Still scattering radiance dark places amid, 

And bless the good God, who allows you to stand 
On a clear, open height, where ye " cannot be hid !" 
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THE VILLAGE CHURCH. 



My own Village Church I I have often recalled thee, 
When kneelmg in stately and time-honoured piles : 
Where exquisite tones of sweet music enthralled me, 
And full choral harmonies pealed down the aisles ; 
Through richly-stained windows the sunlight was 
stealing ; 
The groups of calm sculpture seemed softly to 
soothe 
My world- wearied gaze — ^yet I wished to be kneeling 
In the dear Village Church where I worshipped in 
youth ! • 

My youth has now passed; rapid years have gone 
o*er me, 
I visit the haunts of my childhood again ; 
The flower-sprinkled meadow arises before me, 
The woodbine yet grows in the green, sheltered 
lane : 
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By the banks of the river the peasants are wending 
Their way; the bright waters run tranquil and 
smooth. 
And, hark! with their music, how sweetly are 
blending 
The bells of the Church where I worshipped in 
youth ! 

The Pastor — ^his labour of love is not finished : 

His steps have grown Iseble^ his hair has grown 
grey. 
Yet with kindness imwearied, with zeal undiminished, 

He speaks to Us hearers of Zion's blest way : 
He fervently prayed when this village I quitted. 

That still I might treasure these precepts of truth ; 
And God, in his grace, my return has permitted 

To hear them once more in the Church of my 
youth! 
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THE MAKRIAGE OF INTEREST. 



Oh ! why does the hjMe weep sadly 

As she enters the sacred fane ? 
Around her are smilmg gladly 

Her joyoiifej^attendenf traiiQB 
They have wreathed her tresses flowmg 

With pearls as the snow-flake white, 
And her ruby, zone is glowing 

With flashes of crimson light ; 
life priest has approached the altar, 

And the rite commences now, 
But the young bride's accents falter 

As she sobs forth the marriage vow. 



What darkens the young bride's spirit 
As she sits at the fes^^ board ? 

Applause of her charms aid merit i 
From each eager lip is poured ; 
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Her mother is fondly gazing 

On her sweet and touching beauty, 
And her father is warmly prising 

Her obedient love and duty ; 
Her brothers are proudly telling 

Of the splendour of her lot, 
But grief in her heart is dwelling. 

And she seems as she heard them not. 



Has the bride no smile of pleasure 

For the youths and maidens bright. 
Who dancQto the minstrel's measure 

In the blazing hall at night ? 
No — she seeks a quiet chamber, 

Where the moon's faint beam reposes, 
And where lamps of pure, pale amber 

Are gleaming through shrines of roses ; 
There, her sisters haste soon after, 

And greet her with gay caress ; 
But they cease from their merry laughter 

At the sight of her deep distress. 

Lo ! the bridegroom now draws near her — 

Say, will not her vivid bloom 
Return as his accents cheer her ? 

No — ^her brow has a heavier gloom 

F 
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As she turns in sad dejection 

His features and form to scan ; — 
Oh ! she cannot feel affection 

For that old and feeble man ! 
Unmeet for the step of a lover 

His tottering gait appears, 
And his hair is silvered over 

With the frost of many years. 

Yet she smiled on his fond petition 

When his passion at first he told, 
For she pictured, in proud ambition, 

His castles, his lands, his gold : 
She has won them all, but o'er her 

Comes the sense of their bitter cost ; 
She turns from the scene before her, 

And she pines for her freedom lost. 
Like a victim, in trembling terror 

She weeps o*er her flowery ties ; 
Alas ! twas her own rash error 

That ordained the sacrifice ! 

I cannot compassion render 

Yoimg bride, to thy sighs, thy tears ; — 
Go, live in thy dear-bought splendour 

Through the lapse of repentant years ; 
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With thy cold, bright fetters laden, 

Go, shme in nnhonoured state. 
While each meek and artless maiden 

Shall condemn and shim thy fate ; 
And shrink from the light, vain folly 

That could basely to Mammon bow, 
And plight in God's temple holy 

A loveless and sordid vow ! 
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THE VOICE. 



Thou art not now so fair and gay as thou wert wont 
to be; 

Pale is thy cheek, once blooming as the wild rose on 
the tree ; 

No longer are thy coral lips by sportive dimples 
crowned, 

Thy form hath lost its airy grace, thy step its spring- 
ing bomid. 

Thine eyes — ^those deep and glorious eyes, at once 
so dark and bright, 

Shine with a saddened lustre now, a veiled and lan- 
guid light ; 

I see upon thy noble brow the lines of anxious care. 

And silver threads are twining with thy locks of ebon 
Jiair. 
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Yet hast thou kept one gift from Heaven, unharmed, 

unaltered, still ; 
How on my eager senses seems that tuneful voice to 

^ thriU! 
Like to the gushing melody of waters pure and clear, 
It comes amid the din of life to soothe my wearied 

ear. 

Visions of bright and banished scenes around me 

seem to throng, 
When daily I held speech with thee, whose very 

speech was song : 
And now, methinks, that well-known voice, with soft 

and silvery chime 
Pours forth a lay of triumph o'er the startling wrecks 

of Time ! 

Thy fresh and youthM loveliness has ceased to 

charm the sight, 
Yet deem not, sweet enchantress, that thy wand is 

broken quite ; 
Love's subtle spell thou yet may'st weave, since yet 

thou can'st rejoice ^.7 

In Woman's most resistless charm — the magic oS^Jl - * 

Voice! '/>*.' • 



^^- 
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THE RIVER. 

BiVEB, fidr River, brightly wandering 

Through mossy banks with smiling blossoms dressed, 
Sweet birds to thee a tuneful welcome sing ; 

And if rude winds awhile disturb thy rest, 
And bid thy angry waters foam and rise. 
Shortly, the calm of blue and simny skies 
Soothes them again — Oh ! would a lot were mine. 
River, in tranquil peace resembling thine ! 

I would in calm retirement meekly live. 

And woo, to cheer my soUtary hours. 
Such joys as Natiu^e's lavish hand can give, 

The song of birds, the bloom of early flowers ; 
And should stem Passion with resistless force 
E*er turn my spirit from its tranquil course. 
Soon might my troubled bosom peace attain, 
And Ldfe's clear stream flow placidly again. 
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Eiver, fair river, on thy banks to-day, 

I marked a blithe procession gaily pass ; 
Their mirthful looks, their festival array 
All were depicted in thy crystal glass ; 
And thus, within my chosen dwelling-place, 
I would not shun communion with my race. 
But ever should their social greetings be 
Met with kind, answering readiness by me. 

River, fair river, when the throng went by, 

Thou did'st reflect the pageantry no more, 
But the bright glories of the azure sky 

Smiled in thy gliding waters, as before ; 
Thus would I share the gladness of the gay — ■ 
Soon should the light impression wear away ; 
And to my faithful heart alone be given 
The cherished image of a distant Heaven ! 



7-:3 



THE DKEAM-GIRL, 



FROM THE GERMAN. 



Friends, neighbours, kinsmen, why thus harshly 
wound me 

With cruel censure, and derisive jest ? 
Have you not ever meek and patient found me ? 

When have I failed to grant your least request ? 
Yet let it pass — ye will not always chide me ; 

Soon shall your looks be kind, yoiur accents bland; 
To-night, how gently will ye smile beside me 

When we have met within the sweet Dream-Land ! 

Blame not my lonely haunts, my listless leisiure ; 

Let me in thrifty labours bear a part, 
And with prompt industry, and -cheerful pleasure, 

My busy hands shall ply the housewife's ai*t : 
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To-night, on banks of fragrant flowers reclining, 
My brow shall be by whispering breezes fanned ; 

While gentle maids, beside me, shall be twining 
Chaplets of roses in the sweet Dream-Land ! 

Our village guests ere long will claim our greeting. 

And come, perchance, in rough and mocking mood ; 
Yet think not that I wish to shun the meeting 

With natures stubborn, and with spirits rude : 
Soon shall I see, when wrapped in balmy slumbers, 

Nobles and knights contending for my hand. 
And tuneful minstrels in their softest numbers 

Shall sing my praises in the sweet Dream-Land ! 

You say the Dream-girl leads a vague existence, 

To human love and sympathy unknown ; 
Oh ! if you asked her counsel and assistance. 

How would her heart spring forth to greet your own ! 
'Tis hard to view her with imjust suspicion. 

Because God wills her spirit to expand, 
And bids her walk with clear, untroubled vision, 

Through. the dim mazes of the sweet Dream-Land. 

Strange words among you were this morning spoken — 
I heard them, though you spoke beneath your 
breath ;— 

You said my mystic.dreamings were a token 
That I was doomed to soon and sudden death ! 
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'Tis true my soaring spirit oft rejoices 
In glad communion with a spirit-band, 

Nor have I ever dwelt on earthly voices 

Like those which greet me in the sweet Dream- 
Land ! 

I do not with dismay or apprehension 

Picture the hour of Nature's parting stiife, 
Yet, brethren, let not harshness and dissention 

Blight the short remnant of the Dream-Girl's life : 
Let Home's soft influence shed protection o'er her, 

Beside your hearth unchided let her stand, 
Till scenes of brighter bliss arise before her 

Than those prefigured in the sweet Dream-Land ! 
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THY MOTHEK IS NEAR. 



Oh ! sleep, gentle boy, the fair day is declining. 
The fountain's low murmur alone greets my ear, 

Soon, soon, the pale stars in the heavens shall be 
shining, 
Then rest thee in safety — thy Mother is near. 

The dark time may come when life*s storms shall 
assail thee. 
And Hope's smiling ray cease thy pathway to cheer. 
When worn with the world, thou shalt sadly bewail 
thee. 
And wish, vainly wish that thy Mother were near. 

Yet, dearest, the spell of her tender aflfection 
Perchance, may yet brighten thy earthly career ; 

In trial, in sorrow, be this thy reflection. 
That ever, in spirit, thy Mother is near. 
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And oh ! may we each, through life's valley of sadness, 
So rest our finn faith on a holier sphere, 

That, sharing hereafter a kingdom of gladness. 
My son shall still feel that his Mother is near. 
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OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW FACES ! 



Old Friends ! a vested right they claim 

Methinks, in minstrel measures, 
And Memory at the very name 

Pours forth her garnered treasures : 
*Tis just, indeed, that we should love 

The honest and the true ones, 
Yet some among the number prove 

As fickle, quite, as new ones ; 
And sorrow with our record blends. 

When busy thought retraces 
How we have sometimes met Old Friends, 

And found they wore New Faces ! 

Little the careless crowd's neglect 
Our peace of mind endangers, 

Reason forbids us to expect 

The prompt regard of strangers ; 
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But they, with whom we once exchanged 

The heart's warm, true revealings, 
When their chill tones, and looks estranged 

Bespeak their altered feelings ; 
Our long-indulged illusion ends, 

Scorn our esteem replaces, 
And we would rather greet New Friends, 

Than Old ones with New Faces \ 

We should not from Old Friends resent 

A lack of small attentions — 
Nay, we should welcome, if well-meant, 

Their faithful reprehensions ; 
But when the keaH is found imtrue, 

We blame our former blindness, 
And, while we bitterly review 

Past scenes of mocking kindness, 
We breathe a wish that comprehends 

All circles, times, and places, — 
" Oh ! may we never meet Old Friends, 

Unless they wear Old Faces I" 
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THE WOKLD-WEARIED. 



And art thou wearied with the world's proud show, 
And dost thou tremble at its specious art ? 

Dost thou its glittering vanities forego, 

And give to Heaven alone thy votive heart ? 

Well hast thou chosen — Sorrow and Remorse 

H&unt the bright ways by thoughtless worldlings 
trod; 

Yet deem not, therefore, that the cynic's coiurse 
Can please and satisfy a gracious God. 

Droop not in mind, in accent, or in look. 

Rather in deeds of pious love engage. 
Not always bending o'er the Sacred Book, 

Not always musing in the hermitage. 
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Go forth ; the blessed Bible in thy hand ; 

By it, the sinner's steps^^Jjife. conduct; 
Lead on to Zion a devoted band, 

Sustain the weak, the ignorant instruct, 

And swiftly, peaceftdly, shall pass thy hours, 

Thou shalt not view the world in scorn or wrath. 

Enlivening sunshine and unfading flowers 
Are ever to be found in Duty's path. 

Still shalt thou raise thy holy thoughts to God, 
Mourning the former foUies of thy youth. 

But earth shall seem to thee no mean abode. 
Guiding thy brethren in the ways of truth. 

And thou in active zeal thy faith shall prove. 
Till the glad summons by thy Maker given, 

Tells thee to cease from earthly works of love, 
And change them for immortal rest in Heaven. 



\ 
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LETTERS FROM HOME. 



How wondrous their spell, and how rapid their flight ! 
They pass through the silence and darkness of night; 
Though swift be our journey, these messengers mute 
Are found on our track in successful pursuit ; 
The sea intervenes, but the vessel expands 
Her broad, snowy sails — she is bound to far lands, 
She darts through the billows, she cleaves the white 

foam. 
And bears, 'mid her treasures, our Letters from 

Home. 

Perchance, we abide in a mansion of state. 
Caressed by the wealthy, the gay, and the great ; 
Entrauced by new pleasures, allured by new ties. 
Old scenes, old companions, seem dim to oui^ eyes. 

Q 
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But soon as these magical scrolls we obtain. 
The pent stream of Memory gushes again ; 
We turn from the gorgeous and glittering dome. 
And eagerly dwell on the records of Home ! 

Our way may perchance, be impeded and checked 
By wounding unkindness, or chilling neglect. 
The stranger's harsh glance, and dispiriting tone 
May sadden the light and the warmth of our own ; 
Our peace-breathing letters at length we unfold. 
And feel that our spirit is soothed and consoled ; 
In search of aflfection we need not to roam, 
It beats in the hearts of the dear ones at Home ! 

Their thoughts, their pursuits, their enjoyments we 

share; 
We value each counsel, we echo each prayer ; 
The gladness of childhood, the wisdom of age. 
Each stands forth in turn on the eloquent page ; 
And though from our cherished ones dwelling apart. 
We hold with them still the communion of heart. 
Secure of receiving, wherever we roam. 
Beloved "household words" in our Letters from 

Home ! 
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THE TEST OF TRUE LOVE. 

FBOM THE ITALIAN. 

I SOUGHT for true and fiedthM Love, 

Young Hope and Joy my footsteps guided ; 
And soon I reached a flowery grove, 

Where two fair, rival boys resided. 
The one was laughing, playful, wild. 

Smiles graced his lips, bright wreaths entwined him. 
The other thoughtful, timid, mild, 

Approached with downcast look behind him. 

Hope on the first enraptured glanced, 

Joy bent his knee in fond devotion, 
When lo ! a pensive nymph advanced 

With mournful brow, and measured motion : 
A cypress wand she waved on high. 

She touched the boy — ^his roses vanished. 
Tears quenched the lustre of his eye, 

And all his frolic wiles were banished, 
o 2 
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I turned, and on his rival gazed — 

Oh ! with what charms my eyes were greeted ! 
While as I stood entranced, amazed, 

The nymph these warning words repeated. — 
" Passion the guise of Truth may wear, 

The spells of Hope and Joy may borrow. 
But Faithful Love alone can bear 

The sure, unerring test of Sorbow !" 
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THE EAKLY FLOWEBS OF SPKING. 



I GIVE to thee, my gentle friend, no work of curious 

art, 
Books from the l«amed scholar's store, or jewels 

from the mart. 
Yet wilt thou welcome and approve the tribute that 

I bring, 
Behold my simple offering — the early flowers of 

Spring! 

Look on these flowers as monitors, a lesson to convey 
Of the duties now before thee in the Christian's 

narrow way ; 
Fresh in their soft and dewy bloom, just gathered 

from the sod, 
They symbol the devotion of the opening mind to 

God. 
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Yet fleeting are the joys of earth, 

And frail its fairest lures, 
Oh ! may a gift of better worth, 

A holier light be yours : 
A light to bring before your gaze 

Temptation's hidden snares, 
A light to shed its peaceful rays 

0*er life's disturbing cares ; 
A light to hold its sacred shrine 

The secret soul within, 
Quelling, by influence divine, 

The rising thoughts of Sin. — 
This light, to taip b|^evers given. 

Let not a cloud cMti^l, ^ 

Oh ! never may the l%ht of Hea?#6i^ 

Be absent from your soul ! i. '* 
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PBAY WITHOUT CEASING." 



Can I in this vale of care 
Worship God with constant prayer ? 
Can I quit the busy strife 
Of my daily walk of life, 
Like an anchorite t^ dif)%Ll 
In the lone and mossy cell ? 
No, alas 1 it may not b^ 
Ceaseless prayer is notTTor me. 

Could I seek the solitude 
Of the green and leafy wood, 
Mixing my beseeching words 
With the lay of timefiil birds, 
Lifting my entreating eyes 
To the blue and silent skies. 
Then, might I devote my days 
Peacefully to prayer and praise. 
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Then, from giddy crowds apart, 
I might commune with my heart ; 
Pray that I might pardon win 
For my former acts of sin, 
Pray that Sin*s enthralling chain 
Might not bind my soul again ; 
Worldly joys and worldly cares 
Would not then impede my prayers. 

Weak delusion ! I should still 
Bear with me my rebel will ; 
Vainly, vainly should I try 
Sin's dark bondage to defy 
In the greenwood dwelling-place, 
When the parents of our race 
Even in Eden*s lovely bower, 
Fell beneath thfe Tempter's power. 

Let me still in patience stay, 
Wending my allotted way. 
Pausing sometimes on my road 
Silently to turn to God ; 
He will in my faith believe. 
He will graciously receive 
Love that is sincere and true. 
Though its uttered words be few. 
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Starry eve shall see me pray, 
Prayer shall greet Mom's early ray ; 
And when mid-day toils prevail, 
If, perchance, my lips should fail 
Holy breathings to impart. 
Thou, oh ! Lord, can'st search my heart ; 
Humbly let me hope that there 
Thou wilt find the vdsh for prayer ! 
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THE PBESENT. 



Oh ! slight not the Present, the Past is arrayed 
In a dim and indefinite mantle of shade, 
Disturb not the calm of its mist-covered plains, 
Where glide the pale ghosts of lost pleasures and 
pains. 

The Future ! what mortal may pierce its thick cloud? 
The Future is wrapped in imcertainty's shroud. 
Dark trials, keen cares, from that shroud may arise. 
Or its secrets may ne'er be disclosed to thine eyes. 

The Present ! oh wish not its moments away, 
A talisman dwells in the might of to-day. 
Past seasons are buried — ^the future unknown — 
But the bright, sunny Present at least is thine own ! 
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I seek not, like vain, thoughtless minstrels, to sing 
Of the blossoms and warmth of life's beautiful spring, 
I woo thee not lightly to waste the fleet hours 
La numbering sunbeams, and gathering flowers. 

No, fain would I bid thee from Knowledge implore 
Each day some new treasure to add to thy store. 
And gently some service or kindness impart 
To glad the worn fortune, or soothe the sad heart. 

Each day may thy home, and its fondly loved ties 
Acquire fresh attraction and warmth in thine eyes, 
Yet with strengthened devotion on God may'st thou 

call, 
And feel that for Him thou could'stpart wiih them 

aU! 

Thus live — and thou wilt not in weariness cast 
Thy glance from the Present to picture the Past, 
Nor marvel what Earth's mystic Future may be, 
Since Heaven hath in store a bright Future for thee ! 
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THE SLAVES OF THE LAMP AND RING. 



SUGGESTED BY THE FOLLOWING EPIGRAM ON THE 
MABRIAGE OF A LITERARY FRIEND. 



* Really, P 1 am sorry yon thought of this thing, 

The enjoyments of both it will cramp. 

For yonr poor wife will fisel she's the * Slave of the Ring.' 

While yon are the ' Slave of the Lamp.' " — 

Bp W.Jerdan. 



Alas ! must the name of a " Slave " be assigned 
To the gifted one ruling the empire of Mind ? 
Yes, hourly he plies for our pleasure, our gain, 
The hardest of labours, the toil of the brain : 
His thoughts of sweet beauty, and vigorous might, 
Like spirits, come forth in the silence of night ; 
No pain or fatigue can dishearten or damp 
The ardour and zeal of the " Slave of the Lamp !" 
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What seeks he ? the honours of popular praise? 
Alas ! the long-coveted chaplet of bays 
through life may elude his pursuit, and may wave 
In profitless, mocking display o*er his grave. 
What seeks he ? the bounties that Fortune bestows ? 
A future retirement of ease and repose ? 
Alas ! the light throng who are charmed by his page» 
Will heed not the wants and the cares of his age. 

And surely the trials that shadow his life, 
Must grieve the devoted, affectionate wife, 
Who knows that his brain is disturbed and over- 
wrought 
By the painful, perpetual extension of Thought : 
She sees that he pours forth his mind's lavish wealth 
At the constant expense of enjoyment and health. 
And boding anxieties gradually fling 
Their shade o'er the path of the " Slave of the King !" 

She may not, alas ! as in girlhood's glad hours, 
Forget her distress 'mid her birds and her flowers ; 
She may not to scenes of gay grandeur repair, 
And lose for a time her disquietude there ; 
But silently, sadly, she muses alone. 
To restless misgivings perpetually prone ; 
Now, pausing the wants of the present to heed. 
Now, shaping forth dimly a future of jeed. 
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Keverse we the picture — ^Where bountiful Heaven 
The bright boon of Mind to a mortal has given, 
How oft must earth's troubles to him be imknown 
Who lives in a fair spirit-land of his own ! 
From thence, he endeavours the world to amend. 
The good to encourage, the weak to befriend ; - 
Nor craves he reward, save to know that his pen 
Succeeds in its efforts to benefit men. 

Absorbed in pursuits so ennobling and high, 
Life's changes and ills scarcely cost him a sigh ; 
Unselfish, imgrasping, he takes in content 
The good or the evil by Providence sent ; 
And the prince, who exults in dominion attained, 
Or the hero, rejoicing in victories gained. 
Might turn fit)m the glories of covirt or of camp, 
To covet the lot of the " Slave of the Lamp !" 

And she, whom of Woman he loves and prefers, 

A destiny honoured and happy is hers ; 

The talents extolled by the wise ones of earth, 

Give light to her dwelling, and joy to her hearth ; 

Allied with a high and superior mind. 

Her taste becomes raised, and her judgement refined, 

And powers, long neglected, expand and improve 

In the fostering region of genius and love. 
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She shares in his hopes — she exults in his fame-r- 
She smiles in proud gladness when called hy his 

name ; 
She feels herself West, when enabled to soothe 
His caxes by her tenderness, softness, and truth ; 
And the fairest of maddens, triumphant and vain, 
Surrounded and praised by a flattering train, 
Might turn from each pleasure that fashion can 

bring. 
To covet the lot of the ** Slave of the Ring !" 
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OUR NEXT HAPPY MEETING. 



Oh ! why should I breathe forth a mournful farewell 

To sadden a friend at the moment of startmg ? 
And why should I weakly and fearfully dwell 

On the trials and troubles connected with parting ? 
Hope still at my summons is prompt to attend, 

Her exquisite strains of soft music repeating, 
And still, when I utter farewell to a friend, 

She whispers sweet tales of our next happy meeting ! 

Though sometimes I rest in calm Memory's bowers, 

And find in her records a soothing employment, 
More lovely is Hope's sunny pathway of flowers, 

More dear is her promise of future enjoyment ; 
And while on that promise I fondly depend, 

My heart with such glad expectation is beating. 
That still, when I think on a long absent friend. 

Thought joyfully pictures our next happy meeting ! 
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THE PLEASUKE-BOATS. 



Gay barks were sailing on the summer sea, 

Their painted flags waved lightly in the air, 
And music on the decks played merrily, 

And gentle maids and gallant youths were there ; 
And ever, as the swiftly-gliding boats 
Passed by each other, Melody's soft notes 
Mingled awhile, or smiling lips would say 
Words of glad welcome on the rapid wiay, 

One bark was tenantless and desolate. 

Nor could my curious eyes its use discern ; 
Apart and motionless, it seemed to wait 

The pleasure of an owner, dull and stem. 
Whose lowering countenance no smile displayed. 
And, to my mind, the image he conveyed 
Of Charon, as his gloomy task he plied. 
Bearing the dead o'er Acheron's dark tide. 
H 2 
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Again T turned, the fairy barks to trace, 
Lo ! one that as a gilded toy was firail, 

Had far outstripped its comrades in the race ; 
Unpractised hands essayed to shift the sail ; 

Then came the sudden shock, the startling shriek, 

Telling the terrors of the fisdnt and weak ; 

They sink ! they struggle with the foaming wave ! 

Oh I are there none to hear, to feel, to save ? 

How soon those glittering barks might skim the sea. 

And hasten to the rescue ! but chill fears 
Seize on that gay and joyous company ; 

They give their friends the tribute of their tears, 
But say — " If rashly we the peril dare. 
The awfiil danger we must surely share. 
But may not lessen — ^we have hearts to feel, 
But prudence is the better part of zeal !" 

Hark ! gathering voices break the silence dread, 
" The Life-Boat " is their cry, and from the shore 

Swift, as an arrow through the waters, sped 
The little bark that I had scorned before ; 

And he, whom I had deemed so dull and cold. 

Its movements with quick energy controlled ; 

A few brief moments pass — ^the tide is braved — 

A shout of joy arises — ^they are saved ! 
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Oh ! then, warm rapture thrilled m every breast, 
And smiles beamed radiantly from starry eyes, 

And he, that rugged boatman, was oppressed 
With ardent thanks, and winning courtesies. 

In thoughtfdlness my way I homeward bent. 

Still on this spirit-stirring scene intent ; 

Not as the subject of a minstrel lay. 

But as a moral for the young and gay. 

When favouring Fortune gladdens our career, 
Smooth flatterers haste their homage to impait, 

Their voice is all too tuneful to the ear, 

Their praise is all too welcome to the heart ; 

But should Adversity's keen blasts arise, 

They seek more genial climes, more simny skies, 

Nor can the cry of peril and distress 

Dispel the sloth of selfish worldliness. 

And in the summer hours of prosperous glee. 
Some truthful friend may steadfastly reprove 

Ovir heedless follies, and may mournfully 
Turn from our revels ; yet forgiving love 

Shall lead him, in the time of need and ill. 

The Christian's sacred duties to fulfil, 

And he, in holy corn-age, imdismayed 

Shall hasten, like the Life Boat, to our aid ! 



i02 



THE THREE TRAVELLERS. 

AN OU) APOLOGUE YEBSIFIED. 

Three Travellers journeyed in pleasant communion. 
Together they anxiously wished to remain. 

And planned, how in case of a sudden disimion. 
Each best might discover his comrades again. 

Thus counselled the First — " You must seek not to 
meet me 
In the barren and desolate places of earth : 
In man's busy haunts you are likely to greet me. 
Where the chirp of the cricket is heard on the 
hearth. 

" Where the feast is in progress of brisk preparation, 
Where smoke gently curls round the chimney's 
tall spire. 

Where tapers give light to the dim habitation. 
There enter, and hail the bright aspect of Fire r 
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The Second thus spoke — " Amid fields deeply sloping, 
Where osiers and reeds in abundance arf^ seen, 

Where willows are meekly and pensively drooping. 
Where the txuf wears its freshest and liveliest 
green. 

" Where often a low, rippling melody gushes 
In liquid and silvery sound o'er the ear. 

Where the wind softly murmurs o'er thick beds of 
rushes, 
There hope for my presence — for Water is near !" 



" For me," said the Third, " you may seek for my 
dwelling ' 
Alike in the court, in the mart, and the glen ; 
I live amid mortals in virtue excelling. 
Pure maidens, chaste matrons, and truth-loving 
men. 

" Yet long may you trace me through village and 
city. 
Unable your former companion to claim ; 
Alas ! those who prize me, will view you with pity. 
But shrink back surprised when you mention my 
name. 
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" The good and the wise in each circle and station, 
Will tell you with sighs that your quest is in vain, 

And say — * You confess you have lost Beputation, 
Then seek not, expect not to find it again !' " 
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THE BOY TO THE NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 



WBTTTEN TO 1LLU8TBATE A PICTURE. 



Dog of a noble and generous race, 
I read your truth in your honest face ; 
In the distant paths where I love to stray, 
You are with me still on my wandering way ; 
With me, you roam through the forest wide, 
With me, you plunge in the foaming tide, 
Or the mountainous rugged top ascend ; 
You are always near me, my faithful friend ! 

If we miss our track in the wood's deep shade, 
You are not of darkness or cold afraid. 
To my side at night you fondly creep. 
And we lose our troubles in balmy sleep : 
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K danger or ill my steps pursue, 
I may always look for a guard in you — 
I know you will, even with life, defend 
Your loving master, my faithful friend ! 

I often hear from the wise and old, 
That the world is deceitful, false, and cold ; 
That friends seem kind on a sunny day. 
But shrink at the first rough hlast away : 
If so, I will scorn their specious lures, 
Shun the affection less pure than yours, — 
Pity a world that I cannot mend. 
And turn again to my faithful friend ! 
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THE MAIDEN WITH A DOWRY. 

A PAGE FROM A YOUNG MAN*S NOTE-BOOK. 

I COVET not a blooming fair, 

With form of graceful lightness, 
Soft smiling lips, luxuriant hair, 

And eyes of dazzling brightness : 
In dulcet tones she need not speak, 

Nor utter phrases flowery : 
I only prize, I only seek 

A Maiden with a Dowry ! 

I do not wish that she should sing 

Italian airs divinely, 
Strike the guitar's melodious string. 

Dance the Mazurka finely ; 
Nor sketch with pencil bold and firee 

Scenes picturesque and bowery : 
To please my taste, she need but be 

A Maiden with a Dowry ! 
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There is a truth that all allow, 

A cut-and-dried expression — 
" It is but up-hill work, just now, 

To rise in a profession !" 
Yet Life's most rugged ways, I think, 

Might soon grow smooth and flowery, 
If to my fortxmes I could link 

A Maiden with a Dowry ! 

Beauty not long the eye contents, 

Wit is a treacherous bubble ; 
Good dividends, and well-paid rents 

Are lasting balms for trouble : 
And though Love*s sky may oft be known 

To look o'ercast and showery. 
No matter — so I call my own 

A Maiden with a Dowry ! 
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CHARADE. 



Armed with my First, a love-lorn youth "^ ^^ ^ 

Sighed deeply, trimmed his taper, 
And covered with fond vows of truth 

Three sheets of hot-pressed paper ! 
Concluding, by a potent word 

So rash and daring reckoned, 
That ladies tremble, 'tis averred, 

To listen to my Second ! 

His goddess was not " fancy free ;*' -M^o^ ^^ 

Love's ties long since had bound her 
To one now sailing on the sea ; 

Yet suitors thronged around her ; 
And so, she read the scroll — and deigned 

To take the youth on trial. 
And, like the rest, he never gained 

Acceptance or denial ! 
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All tongues her light coquetry blame ; 

Yet her excuse is ready ; — 
She says she copies from a dame 

True, tender, wise, and steady ; 
And that her heart by night and day 

0*er one dear object hovers, 
While, like my Whole, she keeps at bay / >^^*^ -.yr p^^^ 

A host of eager lovers ! 



Ill 



SEASIDE THOUGHTS. 



I HEAR it — ^the sound long familiar and dear 
In low, distant harmony breaks on my ear. 
It is not the sigh of the soft summer breeze, 
The carol of song-birds, the murmur of bees — 
The harp, rendered sweeter by Echo's deep spells — 
The musical chime of the sweet village bells : 
*Tis a voice that in childhood was cherished by me, 
Still welcome, still precious — the Voice of the Sea. 



I hear it — 'with elbquence potent as speech, 
It leads me in thought to the smooth, sandy beach, 
I view the bright billows, I feel the light spray ; 
Gay shells, vivid sea-weeds are strewn in my way : 
I watch the far vessels, impelled by swift gales, 
While sunbeams illumine their broad, snowy sails ; 
And shadows and storms bring no terror to me. 
For my trust is in Him who bears rule o'er the Sea. 
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I love thee, fair Ocean ! and love thee the more 
That thy waves fondly clmg around England's dear 

shore ; 
Thy high-crested billows that break forth in foam, 
Are guardians beseeming my proud Island Home, 
I would not the Queen of the Kealms should be 

bound 
By trammels of dull and inanimate ground ; 
'Tis meet that the land of the brave and the free 
Should be circled alone by the bright, dashing Sea ! 



Loved Ocean ! how often, when pained and oppressed. 
Have I hastened to thee, and found solace and rest ! 
I lose not my grief amid dwellings of mirth, 
Nor even in the fresh, blooming bowers of the earth; 
But He, whose behest can thy billows control. 
Through thee, seems to whisper content to my soul. 
And meekly I bow to His mighty decree. 
While I listen in faith to the Voic^ of the Sea ! 
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THE BANQUETING HALL. 

AN IRISH TIlAJ)ITION. 

The Castle Hall was gaily decked with garlands 

fresh and fair, 
The guests were met, and gallant knights and 

beauteous maids were there ; 
The Castle minstrels joyously a strain of welcome 

poured. 
And rare and costly luxuries were spread upon the 

board. 

Lo ! at the Castl8's massive gates an aged woman 

stood. 
In feeble and imploring tones she humbly craved 

for food ; 
The vassals rudely thrust her forth, impatient of 

her stay. 
And 'tis said she murmured vengeance as she went 

upon her way. 
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Days pass — ihe Castle stands unchanged in pompous 

state, but where 
Is the treasure of that ancient home, the Castle's 

infant Heir ? 
Gone — gone — ^they vainly seek for him through glen 

and mountain wild. 
Some evil hand hath borne away the fondly guarded 

child! 



— The time of trial now is o'er — the lost one has 

returned. 
Led by the poor and aged dame so lately scorned 

and spumed ! 
" A boon, a boon, a princely boon," the father cried 

in joy. 
" Shall tell my gratitude to her who brings me back 

my boy !" 

"I covet not your wealth," she said — "Of noble 

i*ank possessed, 
I came in mendicant disguise your Christian love 

to test ; 
Yet will I claim a recompence for this, my kindly 

deed, 
I ask your future charity for those who stand in 

need. 
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" Let none hereafter from your gates be harshly 

sent like me, 
But when the plenteous board is spread, still let them 

open be ; 
And when the guests have risen, and the minstrel's 

lay has ceased. 
Let the poor be duly bidden to the remnants of the 

feast. 

" And at the daily banquet, let a chair still ready 

stand 
For the unexpected guest who may your courtesy 

demand ; 
Freely with others, evermore, the goods of fortune 

share, 
Nor fear that I shall come again to rob you of your 

Heir." 

Through the long lapse of centuries, obeyed was her 
behest. 

The chair stood vacant at the feast to greet the wan- 
dering guest ; 

And still the poor were welcomed at the old accus- 
tomed place. 

And evil hand hath never harmed a scion of the 

race. 

1 2 
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It is a by-gone Ifegend now — a tale of other days — 
Yet to the thoughtful and the wise a moral it conveys; 
Oh ! ye, who on an only son your warm affections 

rest, 
Teach him from early infancy to succour the 

distressed. 

Let him behold your daily alms with ready zeal 

bestowed ; 
So may the baleful things of earth be kept from 

your abode, 
And the pleading voices of the Poor, upraised in fer^ 

vent prayer, 
May call down angels from above to guard your 

cherished Heir ! 
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CLOUDLAND. 



How dazzling, how fair is the scene I survey ! 
llie Cloudland is peopled with objects to-day : 
Yon rose-covered cottage, how lovely a home ! 
Anon, the white waves overspread it with foam ; — 
A wedding procession, methiiiks, I can trace : 
An army of soldiers succeeds in its place ; 
They pass in continued and varying crowds ; 
How storing a pageant appears in the clouds ! 



Harsh cjmic, you smile at the showers that descend. 
And bring my gay visions at once to an end ; 
But have not your hopes to destruction been hurled ? 
Oh ! have you not mixed in the mart of the world. 



118 CLOUDLAND. 

And striven the glittering shadows to claim 
Of Wealth, and of Honour, of Love, and of Fame ? 
Now, dark disappointment yom' pathway enshrouds, 
Yoiu* prospects have vanished — ^like mine — ^in the 
clouds ! 

You " ring Fancy's knell," and lament you in vain, 
I look for my cherished illusions again ; 
You talk of deception, of wrong, and of guile, 
I gaze on the wreck of the past with a smile ; 
Since phantoms of heauty soon fade from the view, 
I hold him most wise who believes them untrue, 
Who seeks for the Keal in life's active crowds, 
And courts the Ideal — alone in the clouds ! 
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LOVE ME AS A FEIEND. 



Oh ! cease to utter words so fond 

In Love's persuasive tone : 
Deem not I ever can respond 

To feelings like thine own : 
Yet let me not thy kindness chill, 

I seek not to ojBfend, — 
I wish that thou should'st love me still, 

But love me as a friend ! 

How oft the ardent love declines, 

That knew not rule or check ! 
How oft the woimded spirit pines 

O'er Fancy's shattered wreck ! 
Bright eyes with hitter tears shall fill. 

Proud hearts in sorrow bend. 
But thou, mid'st all, shalt love me still. 

And love me as a friend ! 
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Yes, broken shall be many a chain, 

And many a tie reversed, 
While thou to me shalt yet remain 

Devoted as at first : 
And I, through every change and ill 

That varying life can send, 
Shall turn to him who loves me still. 

And loves me as a friend ! 
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OUR EVENING HYMN. 



The sheep are penned within the fold, 

The weary birds have sought the nest ; 
The sun's last lingering streaks of gold 

Have slowly faded from the west ; 
The fir-trees on the mountain's brow 

Are veiled in shadows fetint and dim ; 
Gather thy children, Mother, now. 

And let us sing our Evening Hymn. 

Since last those simple words I simg, 

How oft the strains of tutored skill 
Have met my ear — ^yet Memory clung 

To that soft, solemn music still ; 
And oft, 'mid festal crowds, a tear 

Of fond regret my eyes would dim ; 
I thought upon the dear ones here, 

And longed to join their Evening Hymn. 
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Forth from the woiid's gsr seenes I ciMne, 

This sweet seehisioii to legam ; 
No change is in mr quiet home. 

Oar loring hearts mi^tilled remain ; 
Pndse to the Jjord oi mi^t and power. 

Who hath not sent one dood to dim 
Oar meeting — ^Tis the wonted hoar. 

Come, let as sing oor ETenii^ Hjmn. 
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THE WAYSIDE BROOK. 



The Wayside Brook: — ^how clear and bright 
Its waters glittered to the sight ! 
It lay beneath a leafy shade, 
Where gladsome birds sweet music made : 
How often there, we loved to stay, 
Watching the waning hours of day. 
And then a silent farewell took, 
And parted by the Wayside Brook ! 



We meet in courtly circles now ; 
Gems sparkle on thy queenly brow, 
And I may claim an honoured stand 
Amid the gifted of the land ; 
We are not as we used to be, 
We boast not spirits light and free 
As when the flowery path we took 
That led us to the Wayside Brook ! 
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Yet, 'mid our proud, triumphant track, 
A word can bring past pleasures back ; 
We turn from scenes of dazzling show. 
Around us fragrant breezes blow ; 
The birds a choral welcome sing, 
The dancing waters gaily spring. 
And still the same in heart and look, 
We linger by the Wayside Brook ! 
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FLOWER CHAINS. 



*' When wreathing with these rode hands flower cliains for thy neck, I 
said ' The flowers fiide, bat the chain lasts, when Lore weaves it.' "— 

Harold, By Sir E. BtOwer LyUm, 



Fair Maiden, while wreathing 

These flower chains for thee, 
The blossoms seem breathing 

Sweet fancies to me ; 
While closely I twine them, 

I fondly expect 
'J'hat thou wilt not consign them 

To reckless neglect. 
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The flowers, ere they wither, 

This message shall bear, — 
** Love knit us together 

With diligent care. 
These chains of rude fashion 

A tale may impart 
Of fond, earnest passion 

Warm, warm from the heart.' 



Go, flowers, on yoiu* duty. 

My mission fulfil ; 
In dim, fading beauty, 

Be eloquent still ; 
And speak, while exhaling 

Your last fragrant breath. 
Of true love prevailing 

O'er change and o'er death ! 
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LINES ON THE POETBAIT OF LADY PEEL. 



Lady, when on thy pictured form I gaze, 
How gladly I perform the welcome duty 

Of givmg the poor tribute of my lays 

To one, like thee, so richly dowered with beauty. 



Not the mere bloom and fairness of the face, 
Oft seen in humble and obsciu'e condition ; 

Thine is the charm of high and polished grace. 
Thine is the bearing courtly and patrician ; 



And in thy speaking countenance, we find 
Intelligence and gentle candour beaming, 

Clearly denoting that the inward mind 
Is fully equal to the outward seeming. 
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Lady, thou hast upon our hearts a claim 
Beyond the meed of passmg admu^tion ; 

Thou wert the cherished wife of him, whose name 
Is ever held in honour by our nation. 



We mourn thy loss — ^yet when upon the Past 

Thou dwellest— let the thought allay thy sadness, 

That thou upon the Statesman's path hast cast 
The quiet sunshine of domestic gladness ; 



That thou hast solaced, by thy beauty's spell 
And the soft kindness of thy pure affection. 

The life of him, whose deeds shall ever dwell 
Within a grateful country's recollection ! 
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THE MUSIC OF HEAVEN. 



*' The imaginatiye Irish of the lower orders believe and assert that Masie 
from Heaven is often heard by a peculiarly virtuous person when expiring **— 

The Death Flag, Bff Miss Cmn^, 



The days of his life are well nigh spent, 
He lieth in patient meekness ; 

And God hath his holy angels sent 
To comfort him in his weakness ; 

He doth not the mournful wailings hear 
Of the weeping friends who love him, 

He listeth with glad and earnest ear 
To the Music of Heaven above him ! 
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Voices, sweet voices, in choral lay 

Are of loved and lost ones telling, 
Who passed from a v^orld of care away 

To live in a brighter dwelling ; 
He knows that they wait his entrance there, 

They are eager to greet and love him. 
And the pangs of death he well may bear 

With the Music of Heaven above him ! 



Oh ! if we hope in the hour of death 

For the %ngels' kind assistance, 
Let us serve the Lord in humble faith 

Through the term of our brief existence ; 
Leaving a precious and dear bequest 

To the weeping friends who love us, 
Li the thought that we went to our final rest 

With the Music of Heaven above us ! 
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HOME AND PAKADISE. 



** To Adam, Paradise waa Home ; to the good among his descendants Home 
is Paradise.'*— Om^mm a< TVtffA. By Two Broihen. 



How free from care was Adam*s breast 

In Eden's happy bowgrs ! 
Calm was that sheltered place of rest, 

Fair were its finits and flowers : 



And ever in his walks and ways, 
Beside him, smiled and moved 

The gentle partner of his days, 
The dear one whom he loved : 
K 3 
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From the still shades wherein he dwelt 

He never sought to roam, 
But gladly, gratefully, he felt 

That Paradise was home. 



Sin now hath come, and many an ill 
Hath followed in its train. 

But of fair Eden*s garden, still 
Some scattered flowers remain. 



Among the good of Adam*s race 

True spirits yet we find. 
Who cling to one loved dwelling-place, 
And one congenial mind. 



Sigh not to quit for scenes of change 

Affection's gathered ties, 
But feel, within their boimded range, 

That Home is Paradise ! 



I 
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THE SUNNY SIDE. 



Oh ! look on the sunny side, dear Maid, 

As you joAiey through life's brief way, 
Often the depths of the forest shade 

Are pierced by the morning ray ; 
And often a line of light may start 

On the rough, tempestuous tide, 
If you only keep a hopeful heart, 

And look on the Sunny Side ! 



The mists that rapidly rise aroimd 

May as swiftly pass away ; 
The darkest hoiu: of the night is foimd 

The herald of rosy day ; 
The clouds that threaten to burst in rain, 

May in brilliant tints divide. 
And give to yoiu* eager eyes again 

A glimpse of the Sunny Side. 
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She who can quickly discern the light 

That glimmers through storm and gloom, 
Hath a spell in store of glorious might 

To gladden a husband's home : 
And sorrow can work no lasting ill 
I On the spirit true and tried, 

^ That in time of trouble, is ready still 

To look on the Simny Side ! 

t 
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COUNTRY LANES. 



How changed, my friend, appears each scene 

Where iflkur youth we strayed ! 
How eager ruthles£y|ands have been 

?b spoil our sylvan shade ! 
The cottages o'ergrown with flowers, 

That near the coppice lay, 
Are gone — ^because the railroad powers 

Thought fit to " clear the way !" 
And of our favorite rustic mill 

No vestige now remains, * 

Yet grieve not — they have left us still 

Our pleasant Country Lanee ! 



The banks of fresh and fragrant thyme, 

"Where often we reposed, 
Yield to the sway of bricks and lime ; 

The common is enclosed ; 



I 
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" Crescents " and " Bows " a place assume 

Amid the meadow-lands, 
And where an orchard used to bloom, 

^Phe paviflh '' Uniott " stands ! 
A spendthrift heir has felled the trees 

Within his sire's domains ; 
He may not on the hedgerows seize ^ 

That skirt our Country Lanes ! 

The village — in that calm retreat 

Oh ! what a change is fou^^ . 
It now can boast a s]|||wy street, 

Where " marts" and " stores " abouft ; 
No lover ventures to his fair 

A wild-flower wreatli to bring, 
She only condescends to wear 

" The fashions of the spring ! " 
No rustic damsel on the ^een 

TcTdanfe fiX moonlight, deigns. 
Yet Nature reigns unspoiled — serene — 

Within oilr Comiti^ Lanes. 

Here, still, the hawthorn o'er our head 

Expands its snowy flowers. 
Ready at every breeze to shed 

Its wealth, in fragi^ant showers ; 



I 
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And rosy children, too, are nigh, 

Smiling in glad delight 
When the sweet yiolets they desciy 

That meekly shrink from sif^t^ 
The birds in joyous concert pour 

Their clear and tuneful strains, 
And we may wander, as of yore, 

Within our G6untry Lane3.^ 

Since Y^f/ffbay Mend, we wandered last. 

Some changes we have known, 
Sdjlto brilliant views have been o*ercast. 

Some cherished hopes overthrown ; 
Yet God, whose kindness faileth not, 

Whose mercies never cease. 
Hath ever mingled with our lot 

Sweet gifts of love and ^eace : 
In ways of worldly strife and care 

Our footsteps he sast^iff; 
And leads us oft through scenes as ftdr 

As these— oiu: Country Lanes I 
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' THY FAITH HATH MADE THEE WHOLE. 

St. Mark, c 5, v. 34. ^ 



She suffered wearily and long, 

Yet seeking, hoping much, 
Trembling she mingled with the throng 

Her Saviour's robe to touch : 
Amazing boon — ^her troubles cease 

Beneath divine controul, 
She hears the mandate—" Go in peace, 

Thy faith hath made thee whole ! " 



Though haelth may nerve the active frame. 

And tint the roseate cheek, 
Yet need we, Lord, in suffering shame 

Tliy healing hand to seek : 
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Sin, the destroyer, works by stealth 

Within each rebel soul, 
Nor may we own the spirit's health 

Till Christ hath made us whqjl^. 



We may not touch his garments now — 

Yet, in our daily prayer, 
We at his tiirone in faith may bow, 

And lay our sorrows there : 
Dear Lo^Blnr trust and love increase. 

Our gathering griefs console — 
Say% the trembler — ** Go in peace. 

Thy faith hath made tRee whole !" 
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THE RAILROAD BY THE SEA. 

(from KINGSTOWN TO DUBLIN,) 



While in the swift and crowded wEn our journey 

we pursue, 
How bright a world of waters is depi^d to our 

view ! 
Blent with the whistle's jarring sound, how strange 

it seems to hear 
The gentle ripple of the wave steal softly on the ear ! 

Fair Ocean, I had deemed thee, in my early years of 

life, 
Profaned, if blent with images of earthly toil and 

strife ; 
I loved to seek the quiet beach, I loved to wander 

there, 
In silent converse with a book, in musing or in 

prayer. 
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But now, I would not wish to dwell in scenes retired 

and still ; 
I feel that all have work to do, and duties to fulfil, 
That none should let the talents rust of which they 

stand possessed. 
That active Industry imparts the truest charm to 

rest. 



I prize this rapid journeying, this transit o'er the 

land, t 
Where Steam is bound, a fettered slave, beneath 

Man's ruling hand. 
And prize it more than ever now, that to my sight is 

shown 
The glorious Ocean, fashioned by the hand of God 

alone! 



Long shall remembrance trace this scene — I would 

it might portray 
The com-se that lies before me in the world's im- 

certain way ; 
If busy and engrossing cares aroimd me should 

arise. 
Still may I greet a tranquil scene whereon to rest my 

eyes. 
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And if with life's bewildering din I sometimes must 

contend, 
Still may the voice be near me of a kind and soothing 

friend, 
Coming amid the tiunult with a pleasant sound to 

me, 
Like the clear wave now breaking in soft music from 

the sea ! 
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THE SWEDISH BRmAL WREATH. 



* The bridal wreath in Sweden consists of roses and cypress.' 



How wisely, Sweden, dost thou warn the bride of 

future hours, 
Weaving a truthful moral with the nuptial crown of 

flowers ! 
We deck her for the altar with a wreath of fragrant 

bloom. 
We bid her quit her father's house to seek a happier 

home; 
We tell her of the transports of a honeymoon 

existence, 
Nor touch upon the trials that are " looming in the 

distance," 



144 THE SWEDISH BRIDAL WR£ATH. 

Till Time, that practised scene-shifter, the smiling 

Tiew transposes. 
And proves to her that cypress must be ever blent 

with roses ! 



The youthful bride, when severed firom the Mends 

of early days, 
Retraces oft their looks of love, their words of cheer- 
ing praise ; 
Her lot is cast with strangers, who are ready to 

descry 
Her follies and her errors with a microscopic 

eye; 
And he, the ardent lover — of her faults has conscious 

grown. 
And foils not to impart to her the knowledge of 

his ovm: 
Some trivial blot in ** Fancy's Sketch *' each passing 

day discloses, 
Alas ! she feels that cypress must be ever blent with 

roses. 

Tet doth this needful discipline the character im- 
prove — 
She who is fondly nurtured in a family of love. 
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Perchance, takes light and trivial heed the errors to 

amend, 
Viewed with such kindly tenderness hy many a 

partial friend ; 
But when her new associates seem alive to each 

defect, 
Her dormant energies are roused her failings to 

correct ; 
She feels that an imerring Power her lot in life 

disposes, 
And murmurs not that cypress should be often blent 

with roses.. 



The daughter, safely guarded from the slightest ills 

of life, 
Claims not the high vocation of the true and earnest 

wife. 
Who yields her pleasures and pursuits at Duty's 

sacred call. 
Encounters care, and toil, and pain, and triiunphs 

o'er them all : 
She, like the " virtuous woman " in the page of holy 

lore. 
Looks to her household's ways, and aids the needy 

and the poor ; 

L 
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Her husband on her watchful zeal in perfect trust 
reposes, 

Nor does she mourn that cypress should be some- 
times blent with roses. 



I would not that the maiden should in ripened years 

be found 
Pacing the dreary precincts of the spinster's mea- 

siu-ed round ; 
But when the vow is on her lip, the ring is on her 

. hand, 
Let her not dream that wedlock's maze is quite like 

fairy-land ; 
But may she so enjoy the good, so meekly bear 

the ill, 
So strive in patient cheerfulness her duties to fulfil, 
That she may say, when peacefully life's tranquil 

evening closes, 
** Love's cypress only has enhanced the sweetness of 

its roses!" 



I 
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THE RUINED CASTLE BY SUNLIGHT. 



Not by the glimmer of the moon's pale ray, 
First gazed I on these ruins lone and hoary ; 

I saw them in the glowing noon of day, 

When simbeams shed on them a sparkling glory. 

Amid the crumbled fragments, flowers arose, 
And bloomed, unguarded by a jealous warden, 

Fresh in their young luxuriance, as those 
That flourish in the fair and stately garden. 

Birds too were there — a joyous, light-winged throng. 
Trilling in liquid tones their warbling measure ; 

More sweet had sounded not the choral song 

If poured within the cultured bowers of Pleasure. 
' L 2 



148 THE RUINED CASTLE BY SUNLIGHT. 

The blue and cloudless skies looked down serene 
Upon the moss-grown walls — soft gales were 
wooing 

The ivied turrets — I had never seen 
So gay, so bright, so beautiful a ruin ! 

I lingered there, and marvelled much the while, 
That bards and artists never should grow weary 

Of dimly picturing the ruined pile 
Allied to objects sorrowful and dreary. 

Wliy do they seek it not at genial hours, 

And to its aspect tardy justice render. 
Painting it rich in verdure and in flowers. 

And brightened with the sun's meridian splendour? 

But more I marvelled, how ungrateful Man, 
Of fallen fortunes wilfully complaining. 

Should, in his peevish pride, forbear to scan 
The store of blessings to his share remaining. 

What, though he view in broken heaps around, 
The mournful wreck of many a noble vision. 

Though Fame's proud towers be levelled with the 
ground. 
Though cleft the glittering temple of Ambition ; — 
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Yet Peace, with soothing voice, and dove-like wing. 
Pours her sweet music in the dwelling shattered. 

Fair blossoms still around the ruin cling, 
And verdure on the rugged waste is scattered . 

A light divine amid the darkness opes, 
God, with each evil, sends a mitigation. 

And never, o'er the ruin of our hopes 
Casts he the veil of utter desolation ! 
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THE FLOWERING STAIT. 



AN HUNGARIAN LEGEND. 



A RIVER, clear and shining, 
Through a peaceful valley ran ; 

There, on the hank reclining, 
Lay a melancholy man. 



Upon deeds of deep transgression 
A remorseful glance he cast, 

And he sighed forth a confession 
Of his grievous errors past. 



** Lord," he exclaimed, ** oh ! teach me 

Thy holy ways to know ; 
For mercy I beseech thee, 

Yet my tears still daily flow. 
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1^: 



" Say, when may my contrition 
Thy pardon hope to win ? 

When may I gain remission 
From the burden of my sin ? " 



Now a stranger stood beside him, 
Who had heard him thus complain, 

And rigidly he eyed him 

With a glance of cold disdain. 



He had shunned the world's vain glitter, 
He had spumed its witching thrall. 

And with anger, stem and bitter, 
He beheld a brother's fall. 



Nor felt for the temptation 

Of the passions' warring strife, 

Sti-ong in the self-elation 
Of a blameless moral life. 



" Deem not," he cried, ** that Heaven 
To thy pleading can incline. 

Sins may not be forgiven 
Of so deep a dye as thine. 
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" Hope shall not cheer thy bosom. 
Peace shall not soothe thy hours. 

Till the staff I bear, shall blossom 
With a growth of living flowers ! " 



Forlorn and broken-hearted 
The iinhappy mourner lay, 

While the righteous one departed 
On his quiet, homeward way. 



The setting sun is streaming 
On his staff with dazzling light ; 

He grasps it — is he dreaming ? 
What marvel greets his sight ? 



Soft foliage round it clinging 
Enchants his eager eyes, 

And roses, freshly springing. 
Mid the dewy leaves arise ! 



Now, on his way returning, 
To the weeping one he saith 

" Poor sinner, cease thy mourning. 
Look up in joy and faith. 



■^ 



H^- 
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" I repent me of my error, 

I repent me that I strove 
To tell thee of God's terror, 

And withhold from thee his love. 



" Harsh censures have I spoken, 
By thee in meekness borne ; 

And the Lord hath sent this token 
To rebuke me for my scorn. 



** As this barren staff is reddened 
By flowers of vivid hue, 

Hopes in the heart long deadened 
May revive and bloom anew. 



" When Faith, the sinner guiding, 
He forsakes the path he trod. 

In the Saviour's love confiding 

Who hath made his peace with God !" 
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BEAUTIFUL DAY. 



Beautiful Day ! tliou art radiantly breaking. 

Thy coming dispels the dim shadows of night ; 
To greet thee, the glad, tuneful birds are awaking, 

The smooth, glassy rivulet mirrors thy light ; 
Gay butterflies flit o'er the rich, balmy roses ; 

The reapers pursue to the meadows their way ; 
Fan* Nature a scene of rejoicing discloses, 

And hails thee with ecstacy — beautiful Day ! 



Beautiful Day ! dawning gradually o'er us, 

Methinks, in thy brightness, a symbol we find 
Of the clear lights of knowledge arising before us, 

Directing and aiding the progress of mind. 
Yes, Ignorance shrinks from an age like the present, 

Her dense, misty vapours ai*e passing away ; 
Not long may she dwell in tlie hut of the peasant, 

The piiEss is converting its darkness to day. 
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Beautiful Day ! to each circle and station 

Thy light and thy warmth are abundantly brought, 
And thus, to the rich and the poor of our nation, 

The luminous truths of the Gospel are taught ; 
The clouds that obscure us seem slowly to sever, 

Hope pierces the gloom by her glorious ray, 
And Faith leads the timid and trusting believer 

To walk in the sunlight of spiritual day. 
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THE WANDEKER'S RETURN. 



(from the DANISH.) 



He seeks the tranquil scenes of early days, 
Leaving the dazzling haunts of vain Amhition ; 

And now, he longs to meet a kindly gaze. 
And hear a warm and cheering recognition. 



How changed he seems ! Though still in Manhood's 
prime, 

Long hath he striven with care, want and danger ; 
Their iron grasp has wrought the work of Time, 

And all who view him, deem him as a stranger. 
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He meets with one who knew him when a boy : 
How oft beneath yon trees in summer weather 

They sat, and pictured scenes of future joy, 

When they should tread the far-off world together ! 



They stand upon the old familiar spot : — 

One feels long vanished memories steal o'er him ; 

The other sees, yet recognises not 

His blithe companion in the form before him. 



Next comes a friend, who in his wavering youth 
His footsteps had upheld with patient guiding ; 

Wise in his counsel, stedfast in his truth, 

Prompt in his praise, and gracious in his chiding. 

Hath he indeed discarded from his mind 
The object of his care and admonition ? 

He hath not — ^yet he casts no glance behind ; 
The wanderer fails to wake his recognition. 



What, doth his image live indeed with none ? 

Have all expelled him from their recollection ? 
Lo ! a sweet lady comes — the cherished one 

To whom he breathed his vows of young affection. 
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He views her — she has lost the ahy grace 

And mantling hloom that won his hoyish duty ; 

And yet a winning charm pervades her face. 
In the calm radiance of its mellowed beauty. 

Can she forget ? Though others pass him by, 
Failing his former features to discover, 

Will not her faithful heart instruct her eye 
To recognise her dear, her long-lost lover ? 

Oh ! in that giief-wom man, no trace remains 
Of the gay, gallant youth from whom she parted ; 

A brief and careless glance alone she deigns 

To the poor sufferer, chilled, and broken-hearted ! 



Who feels as though condemned to lead henceforth 
A strange, a sad, a separate existence, 

Gazing awhile on those he loves on earth, 
But to behold them fading in the distance. 

Lo ! a pale matron comes, with quiet pace, 
And aspect of subdued and gentle sadness ; 

Fondly she clasps him in a waim embrace. 

And greets liim with >i burst of grateful gladness ! 
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** Praise be to Heaven !" the weary wanderer cries, — 
All hmnan love is not a mocking vision : 

Through every change, in every varied guise, 

The Son still claims his Mother's Kecognition !" 
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THE PRIMROSE IN AUSTRALIA. 



" Dr. Ward mentioned to the Royal Institation, a few nights since, as a 
strikinfc instance of the snccespfal conveyance of flowering roots to dibtant 
countries, that a primrose had been taken to Aostralia in a covered glass-case, 
and whon it arrived there in fnll bloom, the sensation it excited as a reml- 
ciHcence of ' fatherland.* was so great, that it was necessary to protect It by 
a guard.*' 



It hath crossed the foaming waters in its fragrance 

and its bloom, 
It hath left its native dwelling-place to seek a distant 

home, 
Where, in its silent eloquence, a welcome tale it 

tells 
Of England's smooth and mossy banks, green lanes, 

and sheltered dells. 
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Yet none, perchance, will feel a wish its beauties to 

behold. 
Here, where all laboni' keenly in the hot pursuit of 

gold, 
Here, where successive schemes of gain employ each 

passing hour» A 
Few can bestow their IjRsure on a simple English 

flower. H 



Yet, no — the lowly Primrose hath a sweet and 

mystic art. 
Touching a deep and secret chord within each 

English heart. 
Protected by a trusty guard, 'tis watched with zealous 

care. 
And eager numbers haste to view its blossoms fresh 

and fair. 

The strong and toiling man, intent on grasping 

worldly store, 
Who, from the hidden caves of earth, wrests forth 

the precious ore. 
Recalls with sighs his childish glee," when primrose- 

tufts he found, 
And deemed no richer treasures could be proffered 

by the ground. 

M 
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The gentle girl, contending with a rough and che- 
quered lot, 

Thinks of the glens and coppices around her father's 
cot, 

From whence the early primroses she oft rejoiced to 
bring, ^ 

Greeting their blooming prSsiise as a herald of the 
Spring. 

All love upon the English flower to rest their wearied 

eyes. 
Beading therein a history of dear and severed ties. 
Communion with their absent friends in fancy they 

attain, 
And go, refreshed and solaced, on their busy course 

again. 

" A primrose by the river's brim" hath won the poets 

lays ; 
But surely thou, sweet Primrose, hast a higher claim 

to praise. 
Thou, in the vaunted Bealms of Gold, hast cheered 

an exile band. 
And soothed their toil with pleasant thoughts of 

Home and Native Land ! 
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THE WAR-CLOUD. 



" There's a silver lining to every dond.**— /ricA Provtrh. 



The War-Cloud hovers o'er our .way ; 

But yield not to the spell of sorrow : 
Our country's prospects, dim to day, 

Perchance may look more bright to-morrow. 
No skies can always be serene, 

No sun can evermore be shining ; 
Yet, trust me, I have rarely seen 

A cloud without a silver lining I 



Recall the triumphs of the past— 

Triumphs enshrined in song and stoiy ; 

Nor deem that aught can long o'ercast 
The steady light of England's glory. 
M '2 
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« 

Once she had sons, hrave, true, and bold ; 

Say, is the gallant race declining ? 
No, no — our War-Cloud, as of old, 

Shall turn to us a silver lining ! 

O 

The strife may come, but soon may cease ; 

Soon may the foeman flee before us ; 
Soon may the gentle Dove of Peace 

Extend her snowy pinions o'er us. 
Shadows are sent our path to shroud — 

Behold them not with vain repining ; 
The eye of Faith shall pierce the cloud. 

And bring to view its silver lining ! 
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Q 
GOD JUDGETH FOR THE BEST. 



Lord, hear my prayer — Mine is no rash petition 

Unmeet to bring before a throne above ; 
I crave not the bright baubles of ambition, 

Nor the light fantasy of earthly love ; 
But I implore thee, cure my spirit-blindness, 

And when beneath thy stroke I sink oppressed, 
Teach me to know the blow was sent in kindness, 

Teach me to feel — God Judgeth for the Best 



Often in times of trial and endurance 

My lips are wont this sentence to impart. 
But I would have the truth of the assurance 

Fmnly engraven on my inmost heart ; 
When, probed by thy severest dispensation. 

Friends gather round me, solace to suggest, 
Better than all their wordar of consolation 

Were the dear thought — God Judgeth for the Jest. 
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Seldom we suffer heavy griefs and losses ; 

But in the course of each recurring day, 
We meet with trivial ills, and petty crosses, 

Clouds dim our prospect, thorns invade our way ; 
Slight words disturb us, new-bom hopes deceive us, 

Small cares, light ailments^ our repose molest : 
Such brief annoyance had not power to grieve us. 

Could we but feel — God Judgeth for the Best. 



Grant to me. Lord, more trusting love and meekness, 

More faith to gaze on Zion's blest abode, 
Give me a staff to help me in my weakness, 

Give me a light to guide me in my road ; 
Give me a healing balsam in affliction, 

Give me a safeguard — a support — a rest, — 
These gifts were mine, had I the deep conviction 

That in all things — God Judgeth for the Best ! 
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